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“That glance and all that happened within that moment was pivotal for me. 
It is still the most significant moment of my entire life, guiding my choices 
from within. | now know this glance to be that singular "moment's 
association" with a pure devotee that can liberate one from the cycle of 
repeated birth and death. Through that glance of mercy, that kripa-drshti, a 
seed of transcendental faith in Sri Krishna came in my heart from His Divine 
Grace's heart. One of Krishna's names is Adhoksaja. He is unknown, and He 
is unknowable. Except by the grace of a pure devotee of Krishna. We cannot 
know krishna through mental speculation or even through scholarship! 
Krishna has actually hidden Himself in the hearts of His pure devotees who 
love Him completely, and they have the power to give this transcendental 
faith or sraddha in Krishna to us.” 


Ananga Manjari devi dasi - 

Then he turned to me and got totally compassionate like I've never seen 
anyone so compassionate. He looked right in my eyes and said, "So, what 
do you want to do?" | thought, "This is it. | can have anything in the whole 
universe because whatever he says I'm going to get because Krishna will 
make it happen." | had to step back because his presence, his aura, his 
universal love, was taking up space. 


| took time because all these thoughts were running through my head. In a 
split second desires were shooting through my head like a roll of film just 
like your whole life goes by at the time of death. | thought, "Where's this all 
coming frome" and | said, "Oh, Srila Prabhupada, | just want to be Krishna 
conscious." It was like Srila Prabhupada reached deep inside my heart and 
pulled those words out from somewhere, maybe from a speck of my desire, 
and | almost saw those words drift out of my head. | looked at Prabhupada. 
Prabhupada stepped back and looked at me almost like an artist looks at his 
own painting, "Did | get the right angle here?" Because of the way he 
looked at me | realized my words had come from him. It was mystical. Then 
he waved me off saying, "You're already Krishna conscious." | could feel he 
gave me something. Again that was mercy because | didn't work for it. | 
didn't do anything. | was in the right place at the right time. Somehow or 
other he pulled those right words out of my heart. And that's how I'm still 
around, that's how I'm still here. Then he came close again and he brushed 
his hands together and said, "These bodily relations, they are superficial. 
Our real relationship is with Krishna." 


Ananta devi dasi - 

The second time Prabhupada came he looked more somber. When he was 
leaving he was waving at everybody and | wanted Prabhupada to look at 
me. | thought, "Prabhupada, just look at me. Just look at me, Prabhupada." 
He seemed to be looking at everyone else but me. Then | thought, "With all 
these great sankirtana devotees and pujaris here, why would Prabhupada 
look at you? You're just cleaning the bathrooms." As if Prabhupada could 
hear me, the instant | thought that, our eyes locked. And then I, the spirit 
soul, shimmered. It was the most brilliantly lit situation. Tears burst out of 
my eyes and | experienced a love of such intensity that | could hardly bear 
it, a love | had never felt from anyone, not even my own mother. | felt 


Prabhupada loved me so much that | could not even hold his glance; | had 
to look away. As | did so | was crying, saying "Prabhupada loves me, he 
loves me. He doesn't even know me, but he loves me." 


Andha-rupa devi dasi - 

Then when Prabhupada came back from his walk, we would all run out. 
Prabhupada was walking by himself along the side of the Krishna-Balaram 
temple. | ran up ahead in front of everybody - | wanted to get up close to 
Srila Prabhupada. As he was walking | said, "Jaya Srila Prabhupada." He 
looked at me with a sidelong glance, and in that glance | saw a ray. It was 
just the mercy. It was a ray of light. | offered my obeisances. 


| felt like that ray of light was giving me the ability to distribute books. He 
gave me that ability to distribute books for thirty-four years on sankirtana. 


Annapurna devi dasi - 

Then in June that year Srila Prabhupada came - it was the first time he'd 
seen the Fisher Mansion since they'd bought it - and the temple room and 
balcony were packed shoulder-to-shoulder with devotees jumping up and 
down and playing karatalas and drums in a tumultuous kirtan. After Srila 
Prabhupada offered his obeisances to the Deities everybody separated just 
enough for him to walk to his vyasasana. As he walked past the women, 
Sukti and Yasogami pushed me in front like an offering to Srila Prabhupada: 
"Look, we're making devotees here!" Prabhupada stopped and smiled at 
me. | thought, "Please accept me as a devotee. | want to give up all my 
nonsense." Prabhupada looked at me like he could see my soul. It seemed 
he knew exactly what | was thinking, and nodded as if to say, "Yes, | will 
accept you." It happened in slow motion and everything else was blocked 
out, as if just Srila Prabhupada and | were in the temple room. It was 
wonderful. 


Asta-sakhi devi dasi - 

When Srila Prabhupada came, his mood was loving and kind to everyone - 
man, woman, child, it didn't matter - and | felt better knowing that Srila 
Prabhupada loved us all equally. During guru-puja Prabhupada would look 
around at everyone and when his eyes fell on me | felt he saw beyond my 


material body. He really saw me, a spiritual being. It was humbling, for | 
knew he could see my faults. 


Atmavana devi dasi - 

At the Los Angeles airport, | wanted to take a photograph of Prabhupada, 
so | got ahead of the crowd and looked back to see Srila Prabupada walking 
abreast of the pathway, completely filling it. The Hare Krishna mantra was 
reverberating most gloriously. Prabhupada was so proud, walking with his 
cane - very slowly! Prabhupada usually walked quickly, but he was taking 
his time, tapping his cane as he went. 


Then Srila Prabhupada sat down, quietly chanting his japa with the 
devotees around him as he waited for his plane. He looked at each of the 
devotees and also looked at me. Our eyes caught. | felt so dirty. | felt all of 
my sins and karma. Then telepathically | heard him say, "And this girl, she 
should be protected." He cared about his female devotees and wanted 
them to be protected and cared for. 


Brahmi devi dasi - 

It was either in Los Angeles or Dallas when | was asked to help prepare Srila 
Prabhupada's room and make his bed. | had a fourteen-year-old to help me. 
We cleaned everything and put new sheets on his bed - we had washed 
them and they had dried just in time. We set his slippers and Deities near 
his sitting place. | put some blue stuff in the toilet to remind him of Krishna 
(how silly of me - but that's what | was thinking!). We had just finished and 
were coming out of the kitchen when Srila Prabhupada and some of his 
disciples passed by. Srila Prabhupada looked at me with such a gaze of 
nobility - his eyes like black gems. | pushed my assistant back and we both 
crawled back into the kitchen and paid our obeisances very loudly. 


What a wonderful blessing to have been seen by my beloved spiritual 
master. I'm not being puffed up, but to have had his lotus eyes look on me 
makes me feel blessed beyond description. The thought of it makes me 
weep even now. 


Cakrini devi dasi - 

Prabhupada's eyes were shiny. With his eyes he conversed with and 
understood me. And from his eyes | realized how fallen | was. My heart told 
me, "This man is going to give you something special. How can you thank 
him for what he'll give you?" Prabhupada closed his eyes for a moment and 
said, "Cakrini." | touched my head to the grass to offer obeisances. He said, 
"Everything will be all right if you follow my instructions." My mind had 
been unsettled but he gave me lifelong direction. 


Camari devi dasi - 

We had assembled in the temple room to greet Srila Prabhupada. He was 
sitting on the vyasasana, and | was about two meters away from him. Being 
a young devotee, | was finding it difficult to follow the many regulative 
principles of Krishna consciousness, and my mind was giving me trouble. | 
remember looking at Srila Prabhupada's foot and thinking, "If 1 can 
completely meditate on that foot, my mind will never give me trouble 
again! This meditation will conquer all!" Then | looked up at Srila 
Prabhupada's face. He was looking directly at me, quite serious and stern. It 
was not a sentimental glance. In that moment | realized | had to get real 
about my Krishna consciousness and embrace it. It was a genuine lifestyle 
choice, and if | was to become serious, | had to get off the mental platform 
and immerse myself in my spirituality. That realization took a weight off my 
shoulders and helped my Krishna consciousness. 


Candravali devi dasi - 

The first time | saw Srila Prabhupada | was twenty-two. He was sitting 
chanting Hare Krishna with his eyes closed and | was captivated. It was hard 
to believe that he was really so beautiful. | never saw anyone like him 
before. | started responsively chanting to the kirtan that was going on. It 
was great. When Prabhupada opened his eyes, what | saw was beyond the 
goodness of heaven. | saw an active life in the spiritual sky. Now finally | 
had a life, | had a direction. When | saw Srila Prabhupada a blessing came 
into my life. 


Catura devi dasi - 
Later, while walking from the Press, where | was fortunate to be rendering 
a little service, | saw Prabhupada on a rooftop looking out over the city. | 


thought that this was my golden opportunity. After offering my obeisances 
| looked up and said, "Hare Krishna, Srila Prabhupada." His eyes met mine 
as he said in a most powerful voice, "Hare Krishna!" This memory is the 
favorite moment of my life. 


Daru Brahma devi dasi - 

| was in charge of the pujari room in L.A. and when Srila Prabhupada came, 
I'd work all night so | could hear him dictate - that had the same potency as 
being in his presence. Once when Prabhupada was walking through the 
pujari room he asked my godsister and me, "Are you happy?" | was choking 
to speak but we both said, "Oh, yes, Srila Prabhupada!" He said, "That is 
very good." He smiled and walked on. My heart filled with love. | will 
forever have this interaction of his glance, his love, his question. | thought, 
"He didn't ask if | was chanting sixteen rounds. He asked if | was happy." If 
we follow Prabhupada's instructions, we will be happy. 


Devaki devi dasi - 

Srila Prabhupada was coming in a week. | said, "Wow, who's Srila 
Prabhupada?" The devotees were telling me and we stayed up three nights 
straight preparing Srila Prabhupada's vyasasana and sewing, and | was 
learning everything. They said, "You need to offer obeisances to Srila 
Prabhupada when he comes." | said, "Yeah, but there's no time for me to 
learn the prayers. Somebody has to teach me." They said, "Well, it's okay. 
Just put your head down and say ‘Hare Krishna.' We'll teach you later." We 
had so much to do to get ready. 


At the airport, | wanted to say the prayers everybody else was saying but | 
didn't know them. When Srila Prabhupada came | put my head to the floor 
and - this has never happened before - a big force came through my brain, 
my mouth opened and closed and | said, "nama om visnu-padaya krsna- 
presthaya bhutale..." | had no idea what | was saying, but | felt beautiful 
and wonderful and had chills all over my body. | looked up and Prabhupada 
was looking in my direction. | thought, "What!" That was my first 
connection. Later | had to learn the prayers word-for-word because | didn't 
know them. 


Dhrti devi dasi - 

In June of 1975, when | was seventeen, | graduated high school, and in July | 
went with the brahmacharinis to the Philadelphia Ratha-yatra. Srila 
Prabhupada was seated on the center cart, and we watched him from the 
side. A brahmacharini said, "There's no one between the ropes, dancing for 
Prabhupada. Let's go!" For the whole procession we danced for 
Prabhupada and had his full attention. It felt wonderful. We blocked out 
everything else: it seemed like it was us and Prabhupada, so sweet. Days 
later, | flew to L.A. where the BBT production department had moved. 


Prabhupada's quarters in L.A. were upstairs, and one morning | was 
standing with a few others under the stairs. Prabhupada started up them, 
glanced over at us, came down, and walked over to us. We had our hands 
folded and were looking at him. He said something, but my heart was 
pounding so fast | couldn't hear. Prabhupada pointed. | turned around to 
see who he was pointing at, but he was pointing at me. It was like a dream. 
Devotees were laughing and Prabhupada was smiling. One of the sannyasis 
standing with Prabhupada told me what he had said. "I saw your 
photograph in a newspaper article about the Ratha-yatra, and it was very 
nice." 


That was wonderful on many levels. One is that Prabhupada remembered 
such a tiny detail. Another, that he made that effort - to me it was a huge 
effort - to acknowledge what he saw and to say it pleased him. Third, | felt 
he knew that that particular kind of attention was perfect for me, a young 
girl. | didn't do anything fabulous. | danced very nicely, he saw it, and it 
made him happy. His tenderness has kept me going for many years. When | 
hear other devotees speak of their tender exchanges with Prabhupada and 
of how he treated them as his daughters, | feel, "Yes, he also acknowledged 
me as his little daughter." 


Dinadayadri devi dasi - 

Upon entering Srila Prabhupada's room, | wasn't quite prepared for the 
force of being in his personal presence as he looked at me with full 
attention, waiting for me to speak. In the few seconds it took to gather my 
thoughts, Srila Prabhupada transmitted a vision into my heart. All of a 
sudden, as if from outside of my body, | could see both myself and Srila 


Prabhupada sitting there as shining spiritual sparks - the vast and significant 
difference between us being that my spark was covered under a mountain 
of debris whereas Srila Prabhupada's blazed clean and clear in all its glory. | 
realized that his intention was to elevate me from my grossly polluted 
condition to his level of purity, and | became infused with the certainty that 
this was indeed possible if | followed his instructions conscientiously. So the 
relationship between Srila Prabhupada and me as master and disciple was 
established, and | realized it in a most tangible way in the flash of that 
vision. 


Dina-sarana devi dasi - 

| stayed for three months at Krishna-Balaram Mandir and Srila Prabhupada 
was there the whole time. At one point, someone asked me to clean his 
bathroom. Germans are trained to clean, so | took a particular effort to 
clean Srila Prabhupada's bathroom. On the shelf were his glasses and his 
watch, which | also cleaned. 


In the afternoon Srila Prabhupada gave class in the courtyard, sitting under 
a tree. There were so many sannyasis and brahmacharis that there was a 
wall of saffron in front of him. Behind them were the grhastha men, and 
behind them the matajis. | could only find a place to sit at the top of the 
stairs. The whole time | lamented, "What an offense I'm committing sitting 
here higher than Srila Prabhupada." In the middle of the class, Srila 
Prabhupada said, "Who cleaned my bathroom?" 


| was embarrassed. He asked again, so very shyly | raised my finger. He 
looked at me and said, "Cleanliness is next to godliness. If someone strives 
for perfection, success is guaranteed." He sent an arrow that pierced my 
heart. | had the impression that Prabhupada had given me a personal 
education - for me, for my life, for me to set my intention. From that 
moment on, my whole life went in a particular direction. It seemed that 
success in my life was guaranteed. 


Draupadi devi dasi - 

One week later | arrived at John Lennon's Tittenhurst estate with my 
thirteen-year-old boy and all my paraphernalia. Malati introduced us to 
Srila Prabhupada, "These people are just coming to Krishna consciousness." 


| was on my knees looking up at Prabhupada who was looking down at me. 
It was a moment in eternity; it was the moment I'd waited so long for! 
Prabhupada said, "Hare Krishna!" and with a big smile welcomed me to 
Krishna consciousness. 


Dwijapriya devi dasi - 

My son Partha-sarathi was maybe six months or a year old. A woman 
brought in a tray of cookies and said, "| made these for you. Do you want to 
give them out to the devotees?" Prabhupada would eat one, and then give 
one to each of the little kids. There were dozens of little kids who would 
come and see Prabhupada. 


It became a ritual. Every day a lady would make cookies, bring them in, and 
Prabhupada would eat one or two, then hand them out to all the little kids. 
There are videos of that. We'd all take our babies up. He would look at 
them and us. Every time Prabhupada would look at me | would feel 
terrified, like a lightning bolt would hit me, he was so intense and so 
powerful. | could never understand it, but | always felt terrified of it. | 
would come and sit in class, and if he would look my way | would just 
freeze. 


Ekabuddhi devi dasi - 
Once Prabhupada looked at me like he knew me from a past life, as if he 
was saying, "Oh, you're back again!" 


Gangamayi devi dasi - 

Once in Vrindavan | was cleaning Srila Prabhupada's floor with a rag. 
Prabhupada said, "I will show you how to clean." He got down with his 
knees and calves suspended above the floor, dipped the rag into the 
bucket, and wiped over the floor. He put the rag in again, screwed it tightly, 
got all the water out of the rag, looked at me in the eyes and said, "You do 
like that." "Yes, Srila Prabhupada." The next day he said, "Did you do like 
that?" and | said, "Yes, Srila Prabhupada." | felt greatly honored to be in his 
presence, what to speak of saying anything to him. 


Gokularani devi dasi - 


In 1975 | went with Himavati to meet Prabhupada at Heathrow. She told 
me to put my arms up and start yelling, "Prabhupada!" | felt embarrassed, 
but he looked at us and grinned. | was relieved to see him smiling, because 
she was being so outrageous. 


| felt he was my real father, whom | had been searching for all my life, and 
in previous lives. | saw him before in Melbourne but this was different. 


Gopalasapriya devi dasi - 

When he was here at New Vrindavan that summer of 1976, there were 
darshans up at the house where he was staying. The vyasasana was out on 
the grass. 


It wasn't like everyone could go see him all at once. They kind of broke it 
down into smaller groups so that it wouldn't be too overwhelming. So 
maybe thirty or forty people would go one night, and another thirty or forty 
would go another night. The night that | was there with all the sankirtana 
women was the one time that he actually spoke to me. 


We were all sitting outside and it was evening. The sun was starting to go 
down. It wasn't really warm out. Most of the devotees were wearing 
chadars or sweaters or something. | was sitting without any other kind of 
extra cloth. | just had on my sari. So he was just looking at me. He was 
saying, "Are you all right?" | didn't think he was talking to me. He had just 
paused. It was quiet for a few minutes and he was just looking at me and he 
said, "Are you all right?" Finally | just put my hand to my chest like, "Are 
you speaking to me?" He said, "Such a thin cloth, haven't you got a cloth?" | 
was sitting a little toward the back. | told him that | actually had one, | just 
didn't have it with me. But he didn't really hear that. He turned to Kuladri, 
who was standing near him - Kuladri was one of the main managers at the 
time - and he said, "You have to ask the women if they have everything 
they need and find out once a month if they do. Women really need to be 
protected." He said once a month you should go to them and find out if 
they need anything. 


Govardhan devi dasi - 


In his darshan room at Bhaktivedanta Manor in the summer of 1973, 
Prabhupada personally gave me the Gayatri mantra. | was still seventeen. | 
paid my obeisances by the door and said, "Nama om visnu-padaya..." | 
knew that every word of Prabhupada's pranam mantra meant - it gives me 
great pleasure to understand what I'm saying in different languages. And 
because Prabhupada was personally hearing me, | was smiling as | said it. 
When | looked up | saw that from across his large room Prabhupada was 
smiling at me. He patted the floor in a fatherly way as if to say, "Come and 
sit down here." | went over and he took the strip of paper | had with the 
Gayatri mantra faintly printed on it. He looked at it and said, "It requires 
transcendental eyes." | thought, "Wow!" Then he became grave. He told 
me the mantra and showed me how to count on my fingers. 


I'm no one special but you don't have to be anyone special, you don't have 
to have seen Prabhupada or to have been initiated by him. If you love 
Prabhupada he loves you. 


Harakanta devi dasi - 

Srila Prabhupada gave class, and there was guru-puja, after which he 
distributed cookies to the children and then to the women. | was too shy to 
go up, but Vijaya devi dasi pushed me from behind until | stood in front of 
Srila Prabhupada. He looked at me - he really looked at me, all the way 
through, all the details of my many lives exposed, everything revealed. 
What an incredible feeling of being so small, honestly humbled, yet not 
judged. He extended his hand with the gift of a cookie, and | extended mine 
to accept it. He pushed it into my hand with a firmness | didn't expect. A 
moment's association, a moment of eye contact, a moment of physical 
contact in a room filled with hundreds of people - that was my only 
meeting with Srila Prabhupada, yet it was a very personal reconnection. 


Jadurani (Syamarani) devi dasi - 

Prabhupada was dressed in pale peach-colored robes, playing a small 
bongo drum. He sat cross-legged on an oriental rug under a huge oak tree, 
his were eyes closed, his demeanor peaceful yet intense. He seemed 
completely absorbed in his chanting, as if experiencing a different reality. 
He appeared ageless, timeless, and yet right there in our midst. 


Here was the person who knew the answers to my deepest questions. With 
kindness emanating from his eyes, he explained that because the chanting 
of the Hare Krishna mantra was coming from the depths of the soul there 
was no need to understand its language. It was universal; all nationalities 
could benefit equally. | couldn't imagine the whereabouts of the soul's 
depths, but his voice was so sonorous and commanding that it sounded as 
if it had surely come from there. When he finally turned his attention to 
me, it was electric. 


His radiant eyes pierced through me, as if in an attempt to cut my 
speculative misconceptions. | felt he could see my very soul and that he 
already knew me thoroughly, but | fought the feeling and looked away. 


He looked squarely into my eyes and spoke calmly: "This is not a concocted 
process - or something that we have made up. This process is very old, 
simple, and sublime." 


Jaganmurti devi dasi - 

Srila Prabhupada automatically knew | was attracted to the universe and 
stars since | was four. He gave me a name that means "the servant of the 
universal form." On a morning walk in Chicago in 1975, Prabhupada looked 
right at me, into my heart, and saw past all my contaminations and 
weaknesses, to the spiritual soul, the part of me | don't see myself. It was 
intense, almost as if a lightning bolt jolted me, but it was blissful. 


Jagarini devi dasi - 

When | joined the temple in Los Angeles, the men and women stayed on 
different sides of the temple room and didn't associate closely, but there 
was a brother-sisterly mood between us. Srila Prabhupada spent lots of 
time there and his desk was next to an upstairs window. Whenever | 
walked through the alleyway I'd see Srila Prabhupada's head in the window. 
Once, unexpectedly, Srila Prabhupada visited our apartment, which was 
next to the Los Angeles temple. He looked in every room, closet, and 
cabinet. At the end, Prabhupada looked at me, smiled, and said, "Very nice, 
very clean." All my cleaning worked in my favor - it pleased Srila 
Prabhupada and | was happy. And my home had been blessed with his lotus 
feet. 


Jagatam devi dasi — 

| was so contaminated by impersonalism that, because Prabhupada never 
looked at me, | was convinced he didn't like me. It was a kind of egotism 
based on a material conception, not on the spiritual relationship between 
the guru and disciple. But for years | fretted about this in my heart. Then, in 
a dream, | saw Srila Prabhupada sitting cross-legged on a cushion and 
looking at me with an incredibly beautiful, oceanic smile that dripped with 
softness and love. It seemed Prabhupada was personally there. He put his 
head to the side and said, "You should train my devotees." That instruction 
and his personal loving look were the most special things to me. 


Once at the Manor | said to Yamuna, "You're so lucky to have had so much 
personal association with Prabhupada. I'm so unlucky | didn't have that." 
Soft-spoken Yamuna slammed her hand down on the desk with so much 
force | jumped. She said, "That is a misconception. If you read Srila 
Prabhupada's books and follow his instructions, you are in association with 
Srila Prabhupada. So many devotees were with Srila Prabhupada personally 
and now they've gone away." It was important for me to hear that. 


Jahnava devi dasi - 

When I'd been in the temple for less than two weeks, | had the opportunity 
to be in Srila Prabhupda's room with him for two hours, but | was having a 
difficult time. | was unable to hear Srila Prabhupada properly because of his 
accent, and | was unable to listen very well or retain what he said. Srila 
Prabhupada was compassionate. He saw that | was trying to hear him, 
trying to take advantage of his association, and he looked over my shoulder 
intently and said, "Just see how beautiful Krishna is." | thought, "Well if | 
turn around | might see air, or | might see a painting, or | might see brass. | 
don't know what form of Krishna is there, but | have such mundane vision." 
For the first time | began to get a glimpse of my dependency on Srila 
Prabhupada and | thought, "My position is that | don't know Krishna and 
Prabhupada is describing Him to me, so let me hear his description rather 
than trying to see with my mundane vision. Let me see Krishna through 
hearing Srila Prabhupada." That was important. I'm a testimony of Srila 


Prabhupada's mercy, because | was practically unable to cope with this 
material world and Srila Prabhupada was able to give my life meaning and 
hope. 

Another quality of Srila Prabhupada was that when he wanted to notice 
you, he would notice you and give you confidence that you've just done 
something right in Krishna consciousness. And if he didn't want to notice 
you, to cut down your pride, he wouldn't notice you for anything. It has 
taken me twenty years to digest the idea of not trying to enjoy the spiritual 
master but trying to understand the confidential aspects of serving his 
mission. 


Jaya Gauri devi dasi - 

Srila Prabhupada was really present in his photograph. When | was getting 
initiated in New Mayapur in 1976 and was face-to-face with him, he had 
the same look that I'd seen in his photograph. | felt, "Yes, | know him. He's 
mine, he's my guru," because he was so close to my heart, so much a part 
of me. Srila Prabhupada had my japa beads in his hand and looked at me, 
seeing the soul. He asked, "What are the principles?" Firm and sure of 
myself, | looked straight at him and told him the four regulative principles 
in Portuguese because | didn't speak English. He looked at me deeply ina 
way that transcended material communication. He needed to see, "Who is 
this person? | don't understand what she's saying, so | need to give her a 
better look," and then he gave me my name. 


Jayabhadra devi dasi - 

At my initiation, on December 6th, 1973 in Los Angeles, my mind was 
uncontrolled and wandering. | couldn't focus on Prabhupada's lecture. | 
was upset and frustrated. It seemed that everyone else could hear 
Prabhupada except me. In the middle of the lecture | lost control and 
started calling, "Prabhupada! Prabhupada!" Prabhupada stopped speaking 
for a second and looked up. He wasn't angry that he was being disturbed, 
he was wondering who was calling him. Immediately | felt that he was 
concerned, compassionate. His look completely pacified me. Then he 
continued the lecture and | could hear better. 


Prabhupada told me that my name was Jayabhadra. He said that Bhadra 
was a name for Krishna meaning "the most gentle" and that | was the 


maidservant of Krishna. Then all | could see was those golden hands coming 
towards me with the beads. 


Jayasri devi dasi - 

We entered his room, and Srila Prabhupada sat down on an old Hawaiian 
cushion behind a desk made of a piece of plywood supported by 
cinderblocks. He immediately started talking about God. It was very simple, 
what he said, but at the same time it was very deep, and in the course of 
the discussion, | could see him looking into my mind and heart and seeing 
what | need to hear. He answered all my spiritual questions without me 
asking anything. It was a profound experience. He was dynamic, effulgent, 
sweet, and seemed so familiar to me. He was the person | was looking for. 
For me, God had answered my prayer and, through Srila Prabhupada, all of 
my questions. It was a miracle that | met Srila Prabhupada. 


Jitamrita devi dasi - 

Over the years, whatever temple | was in, Brooklyn, or Dallas, or Los 
Angeles, Prabhupada would bless us with his association in the summers. | 
was shy and worried how I'd feel when Prabhupada saw me, but when he 
did look at me | realized he wasn't looking at me as a body; he looked at me 
as a Spirit soul, and so | didn't feel at all self-conscious or awkward. 


Jyestha devi dasi - 

| lived from one of his visits to the next, and although | served in the temple 
all day and night, in front of Srila Prabhupada | felt I'd wasted the whole 
year between his visits. My service wasn't enough to repay his kindness. At 
my initiation Prabhupada chanted on my beads and asked, "What are the 
four regulative principles?" Crying, | told him and, with glowing and tearful 
eyes and a look of compassion, he gave me my beads. Prabhupada saw 
through all my coverings and accepted me as his disciple, and that's the 
greatest love, the greatest gift. Before Srila Prabhupada | had nothing and 
he gave me everything - my children, my service, everything | am. He's the 
reason for my existence and his mercy is my anchor and mast. 


Jyotirmayi devi dasi - 
On the day of our arrival in London in December 1969 the Deities were 
installed. The next day Prabhupada invited us to see him. He had been told 


that we were the three first French devotees. | was expecting that | would 
be filled up with enlightenment, like some transcendental fluid filling up my 
being. To my disappointment, it didn't happen. Prabhupada was practical 
and that put me off at first. Yet, | was attracted when Prabhupada looked at 
me, because | felt he was seeing everything inside me. He was very kind to 
us, and advised us to learn from the older devotees: Yamuna, Malati, and 
Janaki. 


Kamadhuk devi dasi - 

When Prabhupada first arrived at the Manor, my connection was 
instantaneous; it was just there. Actually, it's always been there and | hope 
it will always stay there. In those days | was busy working in the kitchen, 
which was a hub of activity. | wasn't able to have a personal rapport with 
Srila Prabhupada, but whenever he came he would look at me and smile. 
One smile from him was like a thousand benedictions. One gesture of his 
hand was like a thousand actions. He didn't have to speak. 


Kancanbala devi dasi - 

In the year of 1968-69 Prabhupada was in Montreal and | visited him there. 
A devotee came up to me and said that Srila Prabhupada's servant 
Himavati, needed someone to bring over some bhoga. | wholeheartedly 
agreed. When | got to the door | listened to hear any stir, not wanting to 
make any noise to disturb him. Then | knocked cautiously and Himavati 
opened the door a crack. | wasn't intending to see Srila Prabhupada, but 
through the crack of the door | saw his flowing saffron robes. He was sitting 
against the wall across the room from the door. | handed Himavati the 
bhoga. Prabhupada asked, "Who is at the door?" She answered, 
"Kancanbala has come to bring some bhoga." Prabhupada said, "Tell her to 
come in." She opened the door wide. 


| was overjoyed at the unexpected and merciful gesture. | just exclaimed, 
"Ah, Swamiji," and offered obeisances. Srila Prabhupada said, "Very nice," 
and pointed for me to sit down several feet away. Himavati then went into 
the kitchen to prepare a meal for the flight later that day. 

Srila Prabhupada and | just chanted japa together. | marveled at his beauty 
and serenity as | chanted. He melodiously chanted softly. All of a sudden, 
Prabhupada asked, "Is it cold outside?" | said, "Oh, yes, it's very cold 


Swamiji." And we resumed chanting. Soon, presidents from different 
temples arrived, offered obeisances, and sat down in the space in front of 
me, closer to Prabhupada. As more people came in, Prabhupada started 
giving a small talk. After a while Himavati brought in a huge plate with 
nicely arranged fruit, carefully cut, with cookies around the edges. He 
popped a piece or two of fruit into his mouth, then he started handing out 
his maha-prasadam. | was in the back and felt too presumptuous to lean 
over everyone to receive a piece for myself. When he was handing the 
maha-prasadam in my direction, Prabhupada looked directly at me and 
said, "Did you get any?" | immediately leaned out my hand to gladly receive 
a piece. He passed out maha-prasadam to everyone three times around 
and |, of course, leaned forward each time, unreservedly. 


In the summer of 1976, Srila Prabhupada came to Los Angeles. At that time 
in Los Angeles there were departments like sankirtana department, the 
BBT, head pujaris, book artists, etc. They would meet for darshan with 
Prabhupada in his garden. This was going on all week and | was getting 
more and more anxious since | wasn't part of any department, hankering to 
get into one of the darshans. Finally, on the last day | was able to get 
"authorization" to get into Prabhupada's garden for a darshan. Srila 
Prabhupada walked through the pujari room into his garden and we all 
followed behind. He sat down on his vyasasana. | was towards the front 
and offered my gift to him. Then | bowed down to him and when | got up, | 
saw Prabhupada nodding and smiling at me. | felt so happy. His nod was 
like him saying, "It's nice to see you are still engaged in Krishna 
consciousness." All anxieties were completely washed away. That was the 
last time | beheld his Divine Grace in his vapuh form. 


Karana Karana devi dasi - 

Karana Karana and other devotees from the Ottowa temple went to see 
Prabhupada in Philadelphia. Once there, she was nominated to baby-sit the 
children so she missed all of Prabhupada's Bhagavatam classes and most of 
the kirtans. She was regretful and upset. 


Six months later we went to Toronto when Prabhupada was there and this 
time | was determined to see him. As he walked along the sidewalk 
surrounded by sannyasis with their mood of, "Stay away from our 


Prabhupada!" | thought, "No, he's my Prabhupada." A loud kirtan with 
banging mridangas was going on, but as he came close | piped up and said, 
"Jaya Srila Prabhupada!" He stopped, turned his whole body around, 
looked me in the eyes and said, "Jaya!" The sannyasis were shocked. | 
appreciated him stopping for me - a nobody - and felt a deep connection 
with him. 


Karunaksi devi dasi - 

We received the supreme mercy of harinama initiation from him by mail at 
the Seattle temple on the Vyasa-puja day of Om Visnupada Sri Srila 
Bhaktisiddhanta Saraswati Thakura Gosvami Maharaja Prabhupada in 1977. 
Thereafter, coming upon me in a dream as an actual presence and 
occurrence, | received his potent, transcendental glance, wherefrom he 
planted the ecstatic seed of bhakti in my heart. That look of the sweetest 
supreme love remains fixed in me forever. Our beloved Srila Prabhupada 
did not just change our life forever, he gave us eternal life. 


Kaulini devi dasi - 

All the ladies, including me and my two-month-old baby, packed in a car 
and drove to see Prabhupada in L.A. Hundreds of devotees were there. 
When we arrived, the other ladies jumped out of the car. | was sitting in the 
car in the parking lot wondering, "What do! do?" | felt alone. 


Prabhupada gave class and because of my baby | sat in the car in the 
parking lot. | still hadn't even seen Prabhupada, but a devotee told me, 
"Tomorrow morning before Prabhupada goes on his walk, wait in the 
alley." Holding Rama, | did that. When Prabhupada came he had a big 
beautiful smile and | immediately felt he recognized me. He planted the 
initial seed in my heart that made me not want to leave Krishna 
consciousness. 


At the Philadelphia Ratha-yatra, with Rama on my shoulders, | didn't budge 
from the wheel of Subhadra's cart for the entire parade, and when I'd look 
up at Prabhupada I'd see him looking at me. 


Prabhupada gave all of his spiritual daughters special reciprocation. Each 
time | saw him the distance that | initially felt got smaller, he brought me 


closer to him and the reciprocation got deeper. I've never experienced that 
with any other personality in my life. Because of Prabhupada my whole 
experience of life in Krishna consciousness has been wonderful. He's the 
force behind it all, the person responsible for my good life. Non-devotees 
are in so much anxiety and, guaranteed, it wouldn't have been any different 
for me, but Krishna is not letting me go away. 


Kausalya devi dasi - 

In December of 1971, we were in a dharmashala in Delhi during the war 
between Pakistan and India. Every night there were blackouts, and 
Prabhupada was getting frustrated because we were sitting in the dark and 
he wasn't lecturing. As a surprise, | put black paper on the windows and 
that night when | turned on the lights, Prabhupada beamed and said, "This 
is first-class intelligence. First-class intelligence is you see a need and you 
do it. Second-class intelligence is | tell you what to do and you do it nicely. 
Third-class intelligence is | tell you what to do, you say, 'Yes, Srila 
Prabhupada,' run out and then come back and say, ‘What was | supposed to 
do?" 


Another time, in front of a group of a hundred people, he said, "Kausalya, 
you sing the Ishopanishad for them." | sang the whole Ishopanishad as 
Prabhupada watched me, beaming. He had so much presence that when he 
smiled his face lit a room. When | finished, he said, "Come here," and 
patted his knee. | started to pay my obeisances, and he took my head, put it 
in his lap and pat my head and back. He said, "You did very, very well." It 
was sweet. 


Kilimba devi dasi - 

At thirteen, by some causeless grace, Kilimba got to take part in greeting 
Srila Prabhupada at Los Angeles airport in June of 1976, along with her 
mother, twelve-year-old sister, and hundreds of devotees doing kirtan 
inside at the gate. 


Early the next morning we drove up again from Laguna Beach to hear His 
Divine Grace give the morning class and attend the ceremonies. Our school 
friends, sisters Piper and Portia, had spent the night after coming with us 
for the airport greeting the day before. At one point while all four of us 


were up on the balcony observing, we noticed kids lined up in front of Srila 
Prabhupada's divine seat. We looked at each other and mutually expressed 
in a mood of, "Hey, we're souls, but we happen to be kids right now. Let's 
go down there!" 

When it was my turn, | started across that large empty space in front of his 
seat and came forward, gazing at him gazing at me, as if seeing through 
everything, deep into my soul. | could feel in that moment that he knew 
everything about my soul's journey across lifetimes. | could feel that 
although his glance was grave, more grave perhaps than any glance | had 
ever met, it was reliable, like God's love. My heart flung open. | felt, 
"Whatever he's here to teach, I'm into it." 


That glance and all that happened within that moment was pivotal for me. 
It is still the most significant moment of my entire life, guiding my choices 
from within. | now know this glance to be that singular "moment's 
association" with a pure devotee that can liberate one from the cycle of 
repeated birth and death. Through that glance of mercy, that kripa-drshti, a 
seed of transcendental faith in Sri Krishna came in my heart from His Divine 
Grace's heart. One of Krishna's names is Adhoksaja. He is unknown, and He 
is unknowable. Except by the grace of a pure devotee of Krishna. We 
cannot know Krishna through mental speculation or even through 
scholarship! Krishna has actually hidden Himself in the hearts of His pure 
devotees who love Him completely, and they have the power to give this 
transcendental faith or sraddha in Krishna to us. 


Funny, | don't remember handing him the flower or receiving the cookie in 
my hand, though | know those two things happened. But | will never forget 
what happened during that moment of receiving His glance. 


Kripa Mayi devi dasi — 

When Prabhupada installed Radha-Parisisvara, somebody had painted over 
a small dark spot in the marble on Radharanai’s cheek. The bathing oils 
removed some of the paint and Prabhupada rubbed Her cheek. My heart 
was beating fast and | thought, “Oh, my gosh, is Prabhupada upset?” He 
rubbed off all the paint and we dressed the Deities in all Their finery. They 
looked beautiful. Prabhupada sat on the vyasasana and said, “The women 
of Kashmir have the most beautiful bodies, and the women of Paris have 


the most beautiful faces. Krishna has come to Paris to collect His Parisian 
gopi, She’s the most beautiful.” | took that lesson deeply. | realized 
Prabhupada’s eyes were anointed with love of God and he saw Krishna and 
Radha as They really were. We didn’t have the eyes to see Them. 

There’s a picture of Prabhupada standing with folded hands looking at 
Radha-Parisisvara. When Prabhupada saw that photograph his eyes got big 
and he said, “Ah, the photographer has caught me at a very intimate 
moment. | am looking at Krishna, and Krishna is looking at me. “ 


Krishnavilasini devi dasi - 

| moved into the Berkeley temple and experienced such a high taste. | 
thought, "The person who is giving this must be extraordinary," and felt 
love for Srila Prabhupada because he was giving me Krishna. | wanted to 
hear anything | could about Srila Prabhupada. 


A month later we drove to the old La Cienega Street temple in Los Angeles 
and Srila Prabhupada initiated me. | was terrified that | was going to forget 
the four regulative principles, but when my turn came Prabhupada looked 
right in my eyes and drew out all my anxiety. 


Krsnavesa devi dasi - 

By January, 1974, | was clear in my mind that | wanted to join ISKCON. For 
one reason or another, | came to the decision to run away from home to a 
temple in Germany. While | was there, Prabhupada came to visit, and | had 
the honor of being able to accompany him, with other devotees, ona 
morning walk. As everyone was gathering to commence the walk, | found 
myself standing quite alone a few feet from the car Prabhupada was sitting 
in with his window rolled down. He saw me and made eye contact with me. 
| told myself, just try to keep your heart open - and then | held the eye 
contact for a few more moments. No words, smiles, or frowns were 
exchanged. All | knew was that he'd seen me, and that now he knew me. 
And that was enough. 


Ksama devi dasi - 

Every day | rose at 3:30am to prepare the mangala-arati offering. Srila 

Prabhupada was very sick at that time, so | was careful to be very, very 
quiet. It was very dark because we didn't dare put any of the lights on. 


Afterwards, | tiptoed down the stairs to sit by Srila Prabhupada's room. 
After about thirty seconds later the door opened and Srila Prabhupada 
stuck his head out. He asked me what | was doing. And | explained that | 
was up early chanting. He looked around, and then he looked back at me, 
and in a very puzzled tone said, "But where is the light?" From that day on 
I've never chanted japa in the dark. 


When | went to get my Gayatri mantra | had some presents for Srila 
Prabhupada. We knew about guru-dakshina. | had bought a little tin of 
macadamia nuts, which were very, very expensive. | covered the tin in red 
velvet and glued on jewels and trim. And | got a very big ripe mango. | had 
these in my hands and | went in. 


Srila Prabhupada was sitting behind his desk on a big cushion, and the other 
cushion was kind of tucked underneath his back. His desk was in front of 
the windows, so Srila Prabhupada had his back to the window, and he was 
kind of half lying down. | paid my obeisances, and as | got up he looked at 
me. He was peering over to see what | had in my hand. He looked just like a 
little child. He said, "Oh? What do you have?" So | handed him the mango, 
and he looked at it and he opened his eyes really big, like a little child, and 
then he patted his tummy and he said, "Oh, mango." And he took the little 
tin of nuts and he shook them to hear what was in there. He asked me what 
it was, then put them down on his table. 


Kulapriya devi dasi - 

Srila Prabhupada was sitting on the vyasasana in the L.A. temple room. | 
was sitting downstairs kind of midway between the temple room doors and 
the vyasasana, pretty much right in line with Srila Prabhupada, so | had a 
really good view. Srila Prabhupada was chanting "Jaya Radha Madhava" 
prayers and casually looking around at the assembled devotees in front of 
him as he did so. | was looking at Srila Prabhupada, whom | already had a 
great deal of faith in and devotional feelings for, but then my mind took off. 
Honestly | don't remember what passed through my mind at that moment. 
| would tell you if | knew. Whatever it was, it wasn't completely horrible, 
but it was definitely "off." Srila Prabhupada's head turned very quickly to 
the side and his eyes immediately locked right on me. Our eyes met, and it 
was a thunderbolt-to-the-heart experience for me. It happened very 


quickly, but it was quite profound. There was no malice at all coming from 
him, but whatever | was thinking, it needed to be purified. That is what | 
felt - purified and chastened. Krishna showed me that He was working 
through Srila Prabhupada as the Supersoul of all. 

Lalita-sakhi devi dasi - 

When Srila Prabhupada initiated me he said, "Your name is Lalita-sakhi." 
Then he stared at me, as if he could see straight to my soul, and he said 
forcefully, "dasi." He also said, "Chant at least sixteen good rounds on your 
beads daily." This is the only direct personal instruction | ever received from 
him. That one instruction has been my lifeline and the foundation of my 
sadhana. Since that day it's been my most important practice. Srila 
Prabhupada could see to my soul; he knew what | needed. I'm still trying to 
understand what it truly is to become a servant of the Vaishnavas rather 
than a servant to my mind and senses. 


Lalita Sakhi devi dasi - 

During his class in Baltimore, a fly was bothering Prabhupada, who 
commented, "Problems will come. Even though you don't want them, they 
will come." That stuck with me, how problems are going to come whether 
or not we want them. One morning in Potomac, Prabhupada was walking 
around the valet area with some disciples. | waved my hands and said, "Jay 
Prabhupada!" He turned and looked at me, raised his arms, and smiled. 


Lavangalatika devi dasi - 

Once, Srila Prabhupada saw me distributing books in Los Angeles and gave 
me a quick look that seemed to say, "Be careful, don't bother people too 
much." He was gentlemanly and | immediately understood | should also 
behave nicely. 


Lila Avatara devi dasi - 

| was very wild. | had fingernails painted different colors, and when 
Prabhupada glanced at everybody, his glance returned to me and he just 
stared. | couldn't keep looking at him. | looked down and started taking my 
nail polish off. | looked up again and he was still looking at me. | felt like a 
fool, "What am | doing? | got initiated, | know spiritual life is what | want, 
and I'm still acting wild." In his glance he made me see that | want Krishna 
consciousness, as if to say, "Where have you been? Where are you coming 


from?" When | see Prabhupada's murti, | see the same look that he gave 
me then. If I'm feeling misguided or confused, | see his murti and he 
reinforces his message. 


Lila Shakti devi dasi - 

Another time | was outside Prabhupada's room when | heard devotees one 
floor above loudly laughing, joking, and noisily singing devotional songs and 
playing guitars. Prabhupada heard it too, came out of his room, looked at 
me and said, "Are the Deities resting now?" | said, "Yes, Prabhupada." He 
was angry that they were being so noisy while Krishna was resting. He said, 
"Stop them." 


As a pujari | struggled a lot. I'd think, "Do | really want to stay? Is this where 
| want to be?" But Prabhupada came about once a year, and just his nod 
and smile would make me think, "Even if nobody else knows, Prabhupada 
knows what's going on." In 1976, some German devotees came and said, 
"Women cannot be the head pujari! They cannot be in charge!" Whenever 
Prabhupada came into the temple he always popped into the temple room 
to see the Deities, and one day | was the only one there. | was standing 
next to him and he was looking at the Deities like he was talking to Them. 
Then he turned to me and said quietly, "Are you in charge?" | said, "Yes, 
Prabhupada." He said, "That's very good." That kept me going. 


Lilamrita devi dasi - 

Once, a few years ago, a guest asked me what it was like to be in Srila 
Prabhupada's company. | replied that | had not actually met him; | had 
received initiation through a letter. Afterward, my mind became distrubed 
and | began to think, "Am | less of a disciple because | didn't meet Srila 
Prabhupada?" That night | had a dream. A small group of book distributors 
from different countries were gathered, and Srila Prabhupada came into 
the room. | was crying tears of happiness, and when | came before Srila 
Prabhupada after offering obeisances, | said, "Oh, Srila Prabhupada, | am so 
happy to meet you!" Srila Prabhupada was standing there, smiling so 
beautifully, and then | noticed what he was wearing. It was a handknit 
woolen blanket, exactly like the one | had knitted for his murti at the 
Vancouver temple. 


Madhuryalilananda devi dasi - 

When Prabhupada visited Atlanta, the temple room was packed. It was a 
wall of devotees, and Srila Prabhupada was looking at every single one of 
us. | thought, "Oh, my God, I'm going to be next, he's going to look at me!" | 
felt like ducking down and running, but | didn't. Sure enough, he looked 
straight at me, and | had a feeling that he knew exactly what was going on 
with me, he was looking straight to my soul. 


Madira devi dasi - 

Once in Vrindavan the Radha-Syamasundara Deities had just arrived from 
Jaipur and Prabhupada wanted to see Them. When They were uncovered, 
Prabhupada looked at Radharani and then looked at Yamuna and said, "She 
looks like you. You've been going to Jaipur and the carvers saw you and 
made her face like yours." We laughed, and then Prabhupada looked at me 
and said, "No, She looks like you." It was a beautiful, loving exchange. 


Mahadevi devi dasi - 

| saw Prabhupada for the first time in 1975 at the O'Hare Airport in Chicago. 
Srila Prabhupada stopped in his tracks to watch us distribute his books. We 
had been strictly told not to rush over to Prabhupada although we were 
yearning to be close to him. We were told that Prabhupada would be more 
pleased if we were to keep engaging souls as he watched us. Prabhupada 
inundated us with his divine glances and suddenly, he held up his cane very 
high, waving it in the air, smiling so munificently on us. We all hit the floor 
right there in the busy terminal and got up quickly so we could see the back 
of his golden form, which seemed to be barely touching the floor as he 
walked on, gliding along like a swan. | felt a sublime joy flowing through my 
heart and doubled my distribution/collection that day due to His Divine 
Grace. 


When Srila Prabhupada returned to Radha-Vrindavancandra's temple to 
speak from the vyasasana, he called for all his sankirtana ladies to accept a 
cookie from him. | was very troubled at the time, only twenty-three years 
old. | couldn't understand the abuse going on within our sankirtana party, 
NVSKP. | wanted to leave the party, but | didn't want to leave Srila 
Prabhupada, book distribution, or his mission. We truly believed that every 


time someone touched one of Prabhupada's books, that person was being 
personally blessed by Prabhupada and Krishna's mercy. 


So when it was my turn to receive a cookie, tears filled my eyes, and | knew 
Prabhupada could understand my heart. As | extended my trembling hand, | 
looked up at his transcendental, beautiful features through my tears, and 
he smiled. Very distinctly, within my confused heart, | heard Prabhupada 
say to me, "| am always with you, do not be fearful." He filled me with a 
shelter and solace that | had never known in my whole life. Someone had to 
nudge me out of the way. | went to sit outside and wept in gratitude. 


Those two comforting sentences have carried me through all kinds of 
challenges in my forty-five years with ISKCON. 


Mahati devi dasi - 

Prabhupada had open darshan daily at 4:30 in his old Juhu apartment. He 
was so merciful to all of us in India that even the lowest of the devotees got 
to see him a lot. Once | sat against the dark wall and listened to him repeat 
and repeat to an Indian gentleman, "You must chant Hare Krishna." | 
realized that by saying that, Prabhupada answered my unspoken question: 
My problem could be solved by chanting all my sixteen rounds again. 


Shortly after that, the room gradually filled with devotees. Prabhupada was 
engaged in some very serious dialogue with a devotee, and with heavy 
difficulty, great effort, he pulled his attention away from his important 
preaching to glance graciously at me. | looked down. A few moments later, 
we all went to the roof and had some mango that he'd tasted. It was a 
lovely time in my life. 


Mahavisnupriya devi dasi - 

During guru-puja, all the lady disciples would stand in line on the side of 
Srila Prabhupada's vyasasana, waiting to offer a flower to his lotus feet. It 
was as if Srila Prabhupada would look deeply and clearly into each 
devotee's soul. | felt that he could read our hearts and minds. | know that 
at one point, | was praying strongly, "Dear Srila Prabhupada, please see me. 
Please accept me as your servant eternally." | was offering my flower and | 
was fervently, pleading for his acknowledgement. Srila Prabhupada gave 


me this wonderful sidelong glance starting at the top of my head and 
moving down to my feet. It was as if a long, cool, soothing wave of 
moonlight spread over me and engulfed me in soothing, radiant energy. It 
was truly one of the most memorable gifts of Srila Prabhupada's arsenal of 
mystic treasures ever bestowed upon me. How can | ever repay such 
kindness to the pure devotee? | could feel each part of my body getting 
bathed in the cooling moon glow of his glance. Srila Prabhupada was 
putting out the heat of material attachment for me by his precious, soft, 
long, and sincere glance. What amazing good fortune! 


Mallika devi dasi - 

In Mayapur in 1977 | took photographs of Srila Prabhupada speaking and 
circumambulating the Deities with his devotees. During guru-puja in the 
roomful of hundreds of devotees, | got his glance. He knew who | was and | 
knew who he was. | felt ashamed because I'd let him down by trying to 
enjoy inside a body. | took a photo and then ran outside, waited on the 
steps, and took another photo in which Prabhupada is looking right at me 
with his hands folded. 


Many years later in my devotional life my husband blooped and | had no 
male protective energy. | told Prabhupada | was his daughter and needed 
his protection and mercy but | felt he'd left me and | was alone. Then | 
looked at that photograph I'd taken in Mayapur and saw Prabhupada was 
looking right at me, blessing me, and giving me his mercy, and | took shelter 
of that. 


Mandakini devi dasi - 

In 1974, | went with the other Adelaide devotees to Melbourne and at 
Ratha-yatra saw Prabhupada for the first time. I'm a hardheaded realist, 
but when | was dancing next to Prabhupada, it felt like my feet weren't 
touching the ground, time stood still, and | was in another dimension. His 
physical presence transported me to some spiritual space and | was no 
longer conscious of my body. It was magnificent when Prabhupada stopped 
walking and, with a look of love, turned to see the beautiful golden Lord 
Chaitanya. Then, as he turned back to continue, he caught my eye and 
looked at me deeply for what seemed like an eternity. | was transported 


and transfixed. That cemented my dedication to his mission, his Movement, 
his instructions, his books, and the chanting of Hare Krishna. 


Manjuali devi dasi - 

When Srila Prabhupada came it was like a demi-being had entered my 
world, | was in awe of his presence and nobility. On Nrsimhadeva's 
Appearance day in May 1972, when | was twenty-four, Prabhupada 
initiated me. He gave me my beads and said, "Manjuali. Gopi name." His 
eyes were grave, but his smile was a generous "Welcome." It was a rite of 
passage. 


Manmohini devi dasi - 

My husband and | opened some temples and then he stopped following the 
principles and left me, left the Movement, and soon after passed away. 
Srila Prabhupada was in New Dwarka at the time, and | went to 
Prabhupada's quarters with my brother, Swarupa, who was also a devotee, 
to see Prabhupada. 


Before we entered the room, | heard Prabhupada say, "So, you wish to 
remarry?’ | said, "Not right away, Srila Prabhupada. | just wanted to know if 
| was prohibited." Prabhupada said, "Prohibited? | will not prohibit. But you 
are asking my opinion?" | said, "Yes, Srila Prabhupada." He said, "Don't do 
it." By this time we were sitting down. It was Swarupa, Prabhupada's 
servant Srutakirti, and me in the room. | was terrified and didn't look at 
Prabhupada. Prabhupada said, "What is your guarantee your next husband 
will be different from the first one?" He explained how in Kali-yuga men 
have no training in dharma and women have no training in chastity. | 
already had one child and | should give all my love to this child. There was 
no reason for remarriage. At some point Swarupa said, "Srila Prabhupada 
my sister feels she needs to remarry for protection." Prabhupada's eyes got 
big, he looked at me and said, "You are not protected?" He looked at 
Swarupa and said, "You are not protected?" He looked at Srutakirti and 
said, "You are not protected? Just see, there is no faith." He explained that 
in relation to Krishna we are all prakriti, that Krishna is the only one who 
can protect all of us, that a husband cannot protect a wife from disease or 
accidents, old age, death, nothing. Krishna is the only protector, and in 
relation to Krishna we are all prakriti. 


Mantrini devi dasi - 

| remember that the temple room was all dark except for the brightly lit 
altar with all the beautiful Deities shining forth. Srila Prabhupada was 
chanting intently and had his eyes closed most of the time, but every once 
in a while he would open his eyes and look at the Deities. It was 
astonishing, but from his eyes it looked like there were two headlights of 
light beaming towards the altar. Then he would close his eyes and the light 
would be gone. This happened again and again throughout the arati! It was 
entirely a mystical experience, so much so that | felt as though we must be 
with the most important person in the universe at that moment. He was so 
important that if all the world around us dropped away except for that 
small plot of land, we would be safe as long as we were with him! He was 
indeed the spiritual master we had been searching for. 


Mekhala devi dasi - 

| decided to join the St. Kilda temple in Melbourne and in 1972 Prabhupada 
gave me first and second initiation because he was installing Radha-Krishna 
Deities and needed a team of pujaris. When | went into Prabhupada's room 
to get second initiation | had a strong feeling of belonging to him that I'd 
never felt with anyone else. | also felt he was my best friend. Reflecting 
back, receiving Gayatri mantra from Srila Prabhupada was the most 
important thing that ever happened to me. Prabhupada took my hand and 
showed me how to chant and | said, "Srila Prabhupada, what does it all 
mean?" His eyes had such depth as he looked deep into my eyes and said, 
"You will see." The mantras given by a pure, bona fide spiritual master give 
us direct transcendental knowledge of who we are - an eternal, loving, 
blissful servant of Radha and Krishna. 


Mondakini devi dasi - 

It was a powerfully spiritual place. The temple was beautifully done and 
had a mystical atmosphere. We were polite young girls, so when, during 
kirtan, the devotees all bowed down, we did too. | picked up my head a 
little and saw two golden feet nearby. | looked up and there was Srila 
Prabhupada, and | had an absolutely unusual, wonderful feeling. 
Prabhupada went and sat on the vyasasana and led a beautiful, meditative 
kirtan. When | caught his glance for the first time, tears fell from my eyes, 


although | didn't understand why. They were not tears of sorrow or of 
mundane joy; | had a true feeling that this person knew me better than | 
knew myself, that he could see inside me to whol really was. | felt a sense 
of eternity beyond my body, and | felt that Prabhupada and | had known 
each other for a long time. His strength and purity struck me. He looked 
humble and merciful, but at the same time, he appeared to be the emperor 
of the universe. 


Nabaswati devi dasi - 

Sometimes he'd notice me and say, "How was it today on sankirtana?" I'd 
say, 'Oh, | had a nice day." | would run to give him his shoes. He'd always 
stop, take them, and look at me. It was personal. | felt he was my father, 
that he loved me, and he was giving me everything. Prabhupada cared 
about all of us and made us feel important, that we were somebody, that 
with whatever little service we did we were helping him. 


Nanda devi dasi - 

As Prabhupada sat on the vyasasana singing the "Jaya Radha Madhava" 
prayers, he glanced over the packed audience and it was like the sun 
gradually peeking out as a cloud moves across it. His glance looked casual 
but | felt its warmth. For the split second his glance caught my eye, time 
stopped, and he looked deep into my soul. He looked so far into the 
sojourn I'd taken away from Krishna that | immediately felt a long-forgotten 
connection with Srila Prabhupada. On him seeing me and me seeing him, 
tears burst up, and poured down my face. It was mystical. Nothing like that 
had ever happened to me before and never did again. 


Nari devi dasi - 

In Mayapur, after Greeting the Deities, Srila Prabhupada circumambulated 
Them with all the devotees following behind. | thought, "I'll stand to the 
side, and as Srila Prabhupada comes around, I'll be able to see him from the 
front." When he walked by, | was looking at him and praying to him. The 
third time he came around | wanted to be sure he saw me, so | looked up at 
him and he looked right into my eyes. In my heart his look felt like it lasted 
forever. He planted something in my heart and it's still there: the Hare 
Krishna mantra, the importance of associating with devotees, Deity 


worship, the dhama, everything is just so special - the topmost jagad-guru 
gives his mercy to everyone. 


Nirmala devi dasi - 

After a few months in the Detroit temple, | decided to move to New 
Vrindavan and drove there with a few others. When Srila Prabhupada came 
there and | first heard him singing "Jaya Radha Madhava" | started shaking 
and crying, which had never happened before in my life. Prabhupada 
scanned all the devotees and when his eyes touched my eyes for a few 
moments, | felt he saw me to the depths of my being - the good, the bad, 
the ugly. | was stripped of everything. He saw it all. I'd never had an 
experience like that before and | was shaken but satisfied. | knew that he 
was my guru, my teacher, my everything. 


At one point | thought, "| want some reciprocation with Prabhupada, | wish 
he'd say something to me." Every morning in Mayapur he came from his 
quarters to the temple room, and I'd stand where he could see me but he'd 
see everybody except me. That happened for three days and by the fourth 
day | felt awful. He was obviously ignoring me. That evening my 
consciousness shifted. | realized, "Oh, my gosh, | have a service that | can go 
back to, and that's distributing Prabhupada's books." The next morning | 
stood in the same place, but this time Prabhupada looked me in the eye, 
folded his hands, and bowed his head. It was a huge awakening: | realized 
that he knew my heart. He wanted to see my desire to serve, my change of 
consciousness. That moment is one of my strongest remembrances and the 
strongest connection | had with Srila Prabhupada in the physical form. 


Omkara devi dasi - 

One day, | was exiting the pujari room. It was usually quiet during the day, 
since most of the devotees were serving at ISKCON Press or out on 
sankirtana. As | paused | heard a strange noise - a thunk, thunk, thunk. All 
of a sudden, | saw Srila Prabhupada coming down the stairs, all alone. It 
was his cane that was making the noise. | was speechless. | was still only 
seventeen, and now alone with Srila Prabhupada. Srila Prabhupada came 
closer, he smiled at me, raised his cane, and said so very nicely, "Chant 
Hare Krishna!" | felt spiritually electrocuted, on fire. 


Palini devi dasi - 

When Srila Prabhupada was there, he would come down the stairs from his 
quarters, stop on the landing, and then go out the door to the alleyway and 
get in the car to go on his morning walk. One morning we all happened to 
be waiting for him and we were all lined up along the wall. Everybody who 
was involved in cleaning his rooms, we were all waiting. 

He came down the stairs with his cane and he stood on the landing. He 
looked at each one of us in the eyes and said, "Jaya!" and shook his head 
from side-to-side like they do in India when they say yes. And that "Jaya!" 
meant everything to me, that he approved of our service that we were 
trying so eagerly to render. | was very happy about that. 


Srila Prabhupada was so personable and so kind. He would look in our eyes 
and smile and make us feel so special. 


For one Bhagavatam class | was standing up in the corner of the room 
listening. | was in a bad mood that day. He looked straight over at me and 
said, "We are all more or less asuras." It was like a shaft into my heart. He 
really chastised me because | had a morose mentality, and he just snapped 
me out of it with that sentence. 


Paramrta devi dasi - 

At the Melbourne airport in 1975, Paramrta was about fifteen feet away 
from Prabhupada while he waited for his plane to leave. Prabhupada was 
sitting and observing. She wasn't extroverted and was never a book 
distributor, but she knew that Prabhupada had said the cruelest thing is to 
keep people in ignorance and he pushed devotees to distribute his books. 


| felt, "Can't | distribute some books for Prabhupada? He's given me my life. 
Can't | try?" | picked up a pink-covered Nectar of Devotion and stopped a 
young businessman who looked at me, smiling, "Yes?" | didn't know what 
to say and my eyes flooded with tears. The man left. Prabhupada's flight 
was Called, he walked to his gate, stopped, turned around, gravely looked 
directly at me, put his palms together, bowed, turned, and left. Prabhupada 
appreciated and was grateful for the effort, not the result. 


Prachi devi dasi - 


That evening, | heard Prabhupada speak about Lord Chaitanya's pastimes. 
Then the devotees invited my husband and me to attend Ratha-yatra in San 
Francisco. We went and while everybody else was pulling the carts, we ran 
ahead and saw Prabhupada arrive to join the procession. Prabhupada 
looked at me and nodded, then he looked at my husband and nodded. We 
paid our obeisances. At that moment we knew that Prabhupada was our 
spiritual master. 


Prafullamukhi devi dasi - 

When Srila Prabhupada walked, or should | say floated, into the temple, | 
was in the back of the group of devotees. Everyone bowed down, and we 
said our obeisances, but | peeked up because | wanted to get a good look. 
Srila Prabhupada saw me and smiled. At that moment | realized that no one 
had ever loved me before. Not really. | was bathed in the warmth of his 
smile and my life was changed forever. He was offered some sweets, fruit, 
and water. He popped the sweet into his mouth from about a foot away, 
and the water "waterfalled" into his mouth as he held his lota at forehead 
height. Amazing. | still spill water when | drink it that way. 


Praharana devi dasi - 

| saw Srila Prabhupada for the first time in July 1972 in New York. There 
were devotees in the hallways, the temple room, everywhere. When 
Prabhupada came to enter the temple room, everybody threw themselves 
on the floor in obeisances. | couldn't get down - there wasn't a spare 
centimeter on the floor! | was in a state of awe as | watched him walk by. 
He looked at me and | felt touched and blessed, "Wow, he noticed me!" 


Pranada devi dasi - 

Prabhupada slid into the backseat. Something got his attention. At first, | 
didn't realize it was me that caught his eyes. He leaned forward to see me, 
palms folded together, and looked me in the eyes. It's difficult to explain all 
that happened in the seconds he looked at me. Words can't sum it up. The 
thing is, my whole life can't sum it up. 


When Prabhupada looked at me, and | looked back at him, there was no 
car, no people, no alley. | wasn't in a body. Time didn't exist. He wasn't 


uncomfortable to stare into my eyes. This so deeply surprised me, | almost 
gasped. 


| thought | was tucked away hiding in the overhang, instead | might as well 
have been sitting next to him in the back seat. For the first split-second this 
rattled me and | was self-conscious. But this sense melted under 
Prabhupada's glance and was replaced by thoughts about how | was to 
respond to his look. 


The need to respond wasn't the knee-jerk response of being in an awkward 
situation; it was that his eyes spoke to me. They had a message, he 
deserved a response, and | needed to respond with something significant. 
His look didn't demand, but encouraged me in the most loving, kind, deeply 
thoughtful manner. Indeed, it seemed his eyes pleaded with me. 


| was trying to learn the language of his eyes and decipher what they were 
saying in split seconds. My eyes stayed fixed, but | was frantic to make 
sense of what was transpiring. I'd never had a discussion with eyes and the 
longer | looked the more important it was that | respond. What was it that | 
needed to say? 


All of a sudden it was perfectly clear. | felt Prabhupada was my friend - a 
long, lost friend. He was looking at an old friend whom he was seeing again 
after a long - very long - absence. At first this was so contrary to my 
understanding of our relationship that | felt | was just an observer of the 
exchange. But so full and welcoming were his eyes that | thought, Surely | 
am his dear friend and he's reminding me of our love for each other and our 
long-time bond. In the next flash | didn't think this thought, | knew this 
truth - as sure as | was looking at him, and he at me - we were profoundly 
connected, there was no distance between us. Everything had been 
bridged. His look penetrated whatever it is in the world that keeps souls 
apart. | knew my eyes lit up, because the whole world brightened and | 
glimpsed eternity in our relationship coming from a long time back and 
moving forever forward. | saw eternity. 


For the first time in my life | was sure. Sublimely sure. Sure my childhood 
prayer was true and answered; sure | had made the right decision to stand 


here; the right decision to join the temple; the right decision to take 
initiation. My search was over, unequivocally. | could rest, absolutely sure | 
belonged with Prabhupada. | was his and he was mine, and this was so 
forever. | would never leave him. | said that with my eyes, and relaxed into 
the love of his. So long | had been alone on my journey. So very alone. So 
long | had waited in seeming darkness. The entire matter was sealed and | 
felt emotion pitching inside, My friend, my friend. My long-lost friend. My 
master! 


His smile grew larger, and he gently shook his joined palms in a gesture that 
said thank you. Then the car began moving. Tears welled in my eyes and | 
shuddered involuntarily against the connection that at once demanded 
everything and gave more than | had ever imagined. | stood on the spot for 
a long time. 


Srila Prabhupada's equanimity, compassion, kindness, and spiritual shakti 
are uncommon even among exalted saints. How could a "simple" look put 
me into direct touch with my soul and eternity, and in a flash of a second, 
and so powerfully that I've been held by it my entire life during my darkest 
nights, my deepest emotional despair? Prabhupada was infused with the 
potency of Krishna's svarupa-shakti and he touched us with it. He changed 
us with it. Extraordinary. Causeless mercy. | beg to be given a spot in 
eternity in his service. 


Prsnigarbha devi dasi - 

Once | was standing in the temple room when Srila Prabhupada came in 
surrounded by a horde of men. All of a sudden through the huge horde, 
Srila Prabhupada turned his head a little, looked inside me and showed me 
that my desire and ability to be a devotee was practically nonexistent. | 
realized a huge horde of people between me and a pure devotee does not 
limit that pure devotee. 


The last time | saw Prabhupada | was standing next to my friend Pavani. She 
saw Prabhupada smiling and beaming. Standing by her side at the same 


time, for me Prabhupada was sober and quiet. 


Puja devi dasi - 


| was helping to clean the house where Prabhupada was staying, across the 
street from the temple. | again wanted to see Prabhupada, and had my 
sneaky plan! The other few women there were all rushing around and then 
one of them said Prabhupada was coming and we had to leave out of the 
back door. But not me. | just had to see him again, so | said | wasn't quite 
finished with whatever | was doing. When Prabhupada came in through the 
front door, | was again amazed, as it seemed as though he was already 
looking at me, and not just noticing someone was standing in the doorway 
of the kitchen. | folded my hands, and said "Jaya Srila Prabhupada" and paid 
my obeisances. 


Purnamasi devi dasi - 

When Prabhupada came to Toronto in 1975 everyone in the temple went 
to meet him at the airport except Ayodhya-pati Prabhu, who was cooking, 
and me, the pujari. Later the devotees were returning to the temple when 
Praharana told me, "Prabhupada's water is warm." The water in 
Prabhupada's little sterling pitcher that was next to his vyasasana should 
have been cold. So | got the pitcher, filled it with cold water, and was going 
back to the temple room when the door opened and there was Srila 
Prabhupada with five or six sannyasis behind him. | froze. Then | bowed 
down, "nama om visnu-padaya..." Prabhupada went into the temple, 
greeted the Deities, sat on his vyasasana and gave a short welcome 
address. Devotees from six different temples had come to Toronto to see 
Prabhupada and our temple was packed. There were so many devotees 
that there was no way to stick a toe in that room. | stood by the door with 
Prabhupada's pitcher and wondering what to do and then somehow | 
arranged to pass the pitcher from devotee to devotee until someone near 
the vyasasana got the pitcher and filled Prabhupada's cup. Prabhupada 
lifted the cup, poured the water into his mouth and then looked straight at 
me, standing in the doorway. It was a little thing, yet it was personal. | 
didn't know much scripture but | knew patram puspam phalam toyam. 


Sometimes | think, "Prabhupada is really accepting our offerings. It's 
amazing how he will accept even a little service." But then again, with Srila 


Prabhupada a small thing is a huge thing. 


Racitambara devi dasi - 


In early 1977, when Prabhupada came to Juhu for the last time, | was at the 
back of the crowd thinking, "Oh, Srila Prabhupada, you have so many 
disciples. I'm your disciple, but do you know me?" Srila Prabhupada got out 
of his car and instead of sweeping into the building as we expected, he 
stopped, looked over the crowd, and saw me. He looked deep into my eyes, 
into the soul, gave me a smile as if a million suns had come out at once, and 
nodded his head. | clearly heard him say, "Of course, | know you. We have 
an eternal relationship." Since then I've always felt Prabhupada is with me 
and knows me, for we have an eternal relationship. 


Radhanarupini devi dasi - 

Prabhupada just loved the kids. His smiles would be from ear-to-ear with 
the kids. And when the women came up, his eyes were just so kind. It's 
none of this "you woman." It's more like there was this love and affection 
and protection. | always felt this protection that | never felt from anyone 
else with Srila Prabhupada. He really wanted to protect the women. That's 
what he wanted for us, but we didn't get the protection. 


In Vrindavan, one man was asking, "Can | get a wife?" and the next thing 
you know, "Can | get sannyasa?" Boy, Prabhupada was just roaring like a 
lion, he really didn't like that. He wanted to see that the women would be 
protected and taken care of. 


The very few times that | was around him, | felt that when Srila Prabhupada 
looked at me, he never saw my body, he just never did. He saw who you 
really are inside. He saw who you were, the spirit soul, the servant of 
Krishna. 


Rama devi dasi - 

After Prabhupada visited Edinburgh we all went with him to a program in 
Woodside Hall in Glasgow where someone said, "| am God," and 
Prabhupada said, "No, you are dog." It was interesting to see Prabhupada in 
a strong mood. When he was leaving the Hall, Sarva and | dashed into the 
room where he had been sitting and grabbed his maha oranges and were 
chomping on them when Prabhupada unexpectedly came back in the room, 
looked at us, and laughed. We were standing with orange peels in our 
mouths like complete idiots. 


Rambhoru devi dasi - 

At the airport the devotees - who had come from France, England, and 
other parts of Europe - treated Prabhupada like a VIP. Arrogantly, | thought, 
"If | could get up close to this person, I'll be able to tell if he's genuine." But 
there were so many people | couldn't get close. | was astonished how short 
Prabhupada was. He had an aura around him so he looked like he wasn't 
touching the ground. As | tried to penetrate what he was about | realized | 
had no entry there. 


Devotees were laughing, crying, and screaming. | hid behind a couch with 
my head sticking up but that drew more attention. Prabhupada was 
probably wondering, "Why is this crazy person behind the couch?" When 
he looked at me, | felt like the sun was pulling the impurities out of a piece 
of stool. My heart broke - it cracked - it was a feeling that had a sound. | 
began sobbing. | understood this person is bigger than | could imagine. | 
had been a Christian looking for the original Jesus, reading the Dead Sea 
Scrolls, and felt the devotees embodied a grassroots spiritual movement. In 
my humility and brokenness | joined them. That was a profound moment. 


Rukmavati devi dasi - 

On one morning walk, Ramaniya and | positioned ourselves behind Srila 
Prabhupada and she spent the whole time looking at the back of his feet 
and chanting japa. For most of us, Ramaniya's japa was annoying and 
disturbing. With a funny smile on her face she'd froth at the mouth as she 
loudly chanted. At one point on the walk, Prabhupada stopped, turned 
around, and looked at Ramaniya. She folded her hands and stepped back 
with her head bowed. | thought, "He's going to tell her not to chant japa 
like that." Prabhupada said, "This chanting is very good." The smile on 
Ramaniya's face, with froth in the corners of her mouth, went practically to 
her ears. 


Saci devi dasi - 

While paying obeisances, | saw Prabhupada's feet coming and his saffron 
socks. His feet stopped by my head, and my heart was just pounding, 
pounding. Prabhupada asked Tamal, "So when will she be initiated?" Tamal 
said, "The next one, Srila Prabhupada, it's on the 25th." So Prabhupada 


walked on and! met him on the stairs again. His head was golden with a 
background of beautiful blue sky. Prabhupada looked at me with a big 
smile, "So you are happy now?" This world just disappeared, it just kind of 
blanked out, and Prabhupada adopted me as his daughter right then and 
there. He was my eternal father and my guru forever. It was an intrinsic and 
very sweet connection, and | felt that he cared about me so much. He cared 
that | was happy, and he noted that | was especially happy, | was very 
jubilant. 


Sadhvi devi dasi - 

One time, on his disappearance day, | made an offering to him. | said, "Srila 
Prabhupada, | just want to make you smile. That's all | want. | want to make 
you smile." That night, | had a dream. Srila Prabhupada was in Los Angeles 
giving a class. He came down from the vyasasana and he had all these 
devotees around him, but he turned around, looked right at me, and he 
gave this beautiful, big smile. | was very happy. What a reciprocation. 


Samapriya devi dasi - 

One day in Los Angeles, Srila Prabhupada went to Golden Avatar Studios to 
do some recording. | prepared a fruit plate that we placed next to the spot 
where Srila Prabhupada was to sit. It was mid-morning, and only a handful 
of devotees were standing outside anxiously awaiting his arrival. 


Finally, a car pulled up. We all offered our obeisances and stood up. A 
brahmachari stepped out of the car and opened the car's back door for Srila 
Prabhupada. The sidewalk was about eight inches above street level, so 
when Srila Prabhupada tried to get out of the car, he had to pull himself up 
by holding on to the door handle. It was an awkward stretch, and it looked 
like Srila Prabhupada, appearing as an elderly gentleman, was struggling to 
do it. 


| held my breath at the inconvenience the curb presented to my spiritual 
master, and prayed deeply from within my heart as loud as | could, hoping 
the brahmachari would hear my thoughts to help Srila Prabhupada out of 
the car. To my dismay, he did not hear my thoughts and did not extend a 
hand to assist Srila Prabhupada. | felt terrible. | should have run to the aid 


of my guru and accepted this fortunate service, at that moment available to 
only a few. None of us did anything. 


Srila Prabhupada remained inside the Golden Avatar Studios for a few 
hours, and again | stood outside, waiting for him. | wanted to apologize for 
my great negligence in not helping him get out of the car. | knew | could not 
live with myself if | was not absolved of this deviation of proper conduct. 
When Srila Prabhupada came out of the studio, | walked up to him and with 
heartfelt regret said | was sorry for not helping him get out of the car. He 
looked at me in wonder. Then he looked at the brahmachari and asked, 
"What is she saying?" The brahmachari said, "Oh, it's nothing Srila 
Prabhupada." 


Beside myself and not understanding how the brahmachari could call this 
nothing, | said, "Yes, it is something, Srila Prabhupada. | am so sorry for not 
helping you get out of the car when you arrived here. It looked like you 
needed help and | did not help you and | beg your forgiveness." 


Again Srila Prabhupada looked at the brahmachari and asked, "What did 
she say?" And again the brahmachari said, "Nothing." By now | was on the 
brink of tears, and in great turmoil, almost whimpering, | said, "Yes, Srila 
Prabhupada, it is something. | am so sorry for not serving you by helping 
you get out of the car." 


Then, Srila Prabhupada turned to me with a gaze full of compassion and 
said reassuringly, "It's all right." | felt like | had been holding my breath, 
suspended in a timeless zone. With those three words, Srila Prabhupada 
gave me life again. 


Sandamini devi dasi - 

Once in Mayapur in 1976 | was very sick. When Prabhupada 
circumambulated, he looked right at me and with his hand indicated, 
"Chant, dance, and be happy," and that gesture lifted me up from horrible 
dysentery pain and let me dance. By Prabhupada's potency, that was one of 
the few times | was off the bodily platform. 


Sangita devi dasi - 


| was shy, tiny, and unnoticeable. One evening in Bhagavad-gita class | 
prayed to Prabhupada, "If you could give me eye contact once my whole 
life would be perfect." | was standing alone in the back of the pujari room 
when, as he left, Prabhupada stopped, turned toward the pujari room, 
folded his hands, and nodded with a sweet smile as he looked right at me. 
Tears immediately came down my face. Prabhupada hears our prayers. 


One afternoon | was running to wake up the Deities as Prabhupada 
watched me from the balcony. | paid my obeisances, stood up, and looked 
at him. He folded his hands and smiled and there was eye contact for what 
seemed like an eternity, although it was probably three seconds. He saw 
through me - who | was, my eternal relationship with him and with Krishna, 
the awful things | was going through, what | had been through in my life - 
and | knew everything was going to be okay. It was an incredible moment, 
"You'll be okay." 


Prabhupada is always looking out for us and making arrangements to help 
us. He speaks through devotees and nondevotees; now and forever he 
somehow tells us what we need for our spiritual life. 


Saradiya devi dasi - 

The next year, in May 1969, | participated in the first Vedic wedding in 
Boston at the Radha-Krishna Temple on Glenville Avenue. The occasion was 
reported in the local papers. Jahnava dasi and Nandakisore dasa, Rukmini 
devi and Baradraj dasa, and me and Vaikunthanatha dasa got married. Srila 
Prabhupada performed the fire sacrifice and gave us his blessings. After the 
ceremony, while Srila Prabhupada was sitting on his vyasasana and taking 
prasadam with all of us, he looked over at me and asked, "Saradiya, now 
you are happy?" 


Sarvamangala devi dasi - 

When Prabhupada glanced at us we felt he knew us - our spiritual identity, 
who we actually were. His glance held more than compassion: he saw us as 
spiritual personalities and from his glance we had more of an 
understanding of our spiritual identity. In Prabhupada's association we got 
knowledge of ourselves. His glance informed us that we weren't this body 
and it brought us into the spiritual world because Prabhupada brings the 


spiritual world with him since he's with Krishna. This feeling wasn't just 
sentimental (although there's nothing wrong with sentiment if it's directed 
to Prabhupada), but Prabhupada knew that we're not this body, that we're 
in the spiritual world, and every time we saw him to some extent we 
experienced these transcendental truths. 


Sarvani devi dasi - 

The day Srila Prabhupada arrived in Los Angeles to stay at the New Dwarka 
temple was indeed memorable. The devotee's excitement was palpable as 
we prepared for an airport arrival. 


| caught my first glimpse of Srila Prabhupada approaching from a short 
distance away. While | bowed down to pay my obeisance | was swiftly 
kicked in the head by another devotee rushing past me. | remained focused 
on reciting my prayers and when | looked up Srila Prabhupada was standing 
there with his cane, smiling, and looking down directly at me. He had 
stopped the procession and was waiting for me to finish my obeisances. In 
that moment, as | encountered his dignified saintly presence, time stood 
still and that initial personal exchange remains forever cherished within my 
heart. 


As the devotees proceeded through the airport, surrounding Srila 
Prabhupada on all sides, | found myself pushed forward and about to go 
through a turnstile that allowed only one person to pass through at a time. 
Devotees were rushing past and it was very chaotic. As | turned to avoid 
both myself and my young daughter getting slammed into the metal gate 
by another devotee who was diving towards the turnstile, | found myself 
facing Srila Prabhupada who stood, smiling, directly in front of me. As | 
stepped aside to allow him, and the rest of the procession to pass through 
the turnstile, | felt transfixed and joyfully sanctified by his holy divine 
presence. 


Satarupa devi dasi - 

Once | went alone to the Manor and sat in a darshan, and when 
Prabhupada asked, "Any questions?" | asked, "If we're all spirit souls, how 
come we're born as men and women?" Looking at me nicely he said, 


"Desire." That word "desire" went into my heart and allowed me to 
understand. | said, "Thank you very much." In the corridor after | left 
Prabhupada's room | burst into tears and cried like a madwoman in 
separation from Prabhupada. That day | got beads. 


In the summer of 1973, by chance | visited the Paris temple while 
Prabhupada was installing Sri Sri Radha-Parisisvara. From the vyasasana 
Prabhupada looked around, saw me, and said, "Hmm, bead bag." He 
acknowledged my bead bag. | listened carefully during his lecture, trying to 
find some faults with what he said, but | couldn't. It was all too good to be 
true. 


Prabhupada went to Geneva and | went with Parijata to help cook. 
Yogesvara, said, "Srila Prabhupada, this is Ann. She's a famous model," and 
went on and on. Prabhupada was looking right into my eyes and with my 
eyes | was trying to tell him, "I'm not a famous model any more, | gave it 
up. I'm a devotee now. Please don't listen to him." When Yogesvara finally 
stopped, Prabhupada, looking like a five-year-old with tinkling eyes, a 
beautifully lit-up face, and a fantastic smile, said, "Chant Hare Krishna!" | 
said, "Yes, Srila Prabhupada," and fell on the ground. 


Saucarya devi dasi - 

The last time | saw Srila Prabhupada was in 1977 in February in Mayapur. In 
class Prabhupada was looking at all the devotees individually. When he 
looked at me, in his glance he gave me love and affection and 
communicated, "I'm yours, you're mine, and I'm bringing you to Krishna." | 
could see he had been there for me for many lifetimes and he was saying, 
"Please come back to Krishna." It was like a glimpse of the spiritual world. 


Sharanagata devi dasi - 

| knew Prabhupada was departing from Vrindavan for Hyderabad on an 
early morning in November 1976. | rushed over to the side gate of the 
temple near his house and almost bumped into him in the pre-dawn 
darkness. He had just emerged from his house to go to the black 
Ambassador car waiting at the side gate for him. | got down and paid my 
obeisances to him. He waited for me to rise. When | got up, | looked at his 
face and he looked at me for what seemed to be a long time. | felt he was 


trying to communicate something to me. The very next thought that came 
into my mind was "Don't forget me." Srila Prabhupada knew it would be 
the very last time we would meet. | treasure that last time | had a few 
minutes alone with Srila Prabhupada. His Divine Grace Srila Prabhupada's 
face and memories are engraved within my mind and heart. All glories to 
Srila Prabhupada. 


Sranti devi dasi - 

In February of 1975 we drove to Atlanta to see Prabhupada. When we 
arrived the kirtan was so uproariously ecstatic and the temple room so 
crowded that we had to dance because the whole group of devotees was 
moving in unison. After Prabhupada's lecture, somehow the devotees made 
a little opening and we walked the length of the temple room to get a 
cookie from Prabhupada. As | walked up it was like everyone but 
Prabhupada disappeared, and Prabhupada was seeing straight to my soul. 


Sri Kama devi dasi - 

| walked into the garden and Prabhupada was performing a fire sacrifice. At 
that point, he looked over at me, straight into my eyes. | felt how 
contaminated my whole being was. | just wanted a hole in the ground to 
open and swallow me up. | felt naked, subtly, totally bare. Along with this 
incredible shame of all my sinful activities | knew one hundred percent that 
he was my spiritual master. Totally and utterly was aware of that. It was 
clear. It was an amazing revelation actually. | would have probably moved 
into the temple but nobody talked to me: they all talked to the boy | was 
with. 


We ladies always stood close to Prabhupada. He was looking at the Deities 
and chanting. It was ecstatic. Suddenly he looked at me right into my eyes. 
Of course, | felt wonderful but his gaze was a very penetrating gaze. It was 
another one of those intense looks. He was very grave. | wish | had been 
more clear, | might have got a message there. 


Srilekha devi dasi - 

In Bombay in 1975 Prabhupada gave me Gayatri, repeating the mantra for 
me and showing me how to count on my fingers. Then he said, "Is there any 
question?" The men were pressuring me to get married and | didn't want 


to. | wanted to ask, "Can | please not get married?" | was looking at 
Prabhupada and he was looking at me with those big brown eyes and that 
soft face, and | just couldn't ask such a mundane question to such a 
beautiful spiritual person. 


Suci devi dasi - 

When Prabhupada arrived at the Manor in a helicopter in 1973, my 
husband, Svayambhur, and | were there, and my expectations of 
Prabhupada were high. As he walked past me, | waved my arms to get his 
attention. | ran up the back stairs and stood on the landing, thinking, 
"Where's his effulgence? | can't see anything!" Prabhupada looked through 
me and walked past. | shouldn't have expected his attention, but | wanted 
it and lost enthusiasm. Although devotees told me that Krishna was making 
me humble, | was bothered. | felt rejected and my mind filled with doubts. 
Prabhupada had had such a stern look that | couldn't see the humility 
devotees talked about; he seemed proud. | doubted that he was in his 
picture and was watching over me. 


When | went into Prabhupada's room to receive the Gayatri mantra from 
him, at first he seemed to be very fatherly. He patted the cushion for me to 
sit down. Then he became stern. He didn't look at me but looked ahead. He 
and | were alone in the room and | thought, "He's setting a proper 
example." But that experience compounded my hurt feelings. After he 
showed me how to chant Gayatri, | looked at him and wondered what was 
next. All he said was, "Go!" Ever since then I've thought, "What did | do 
wrong? He didn't like me." After receiving Gayatri from Srila Prabhupada, | 
should have felt wonderful but instead, | struggled with that experience. As 
a child, I'd fantasize about meeting Jesus, so | had high expectations of 
Prabhupada. 


Sujan devi dasi - 

As Srila Prabhupada walked through the crowd of devotees at the airport, | 
handed him a beautiful saffron rose and said, "All glories to you Srila 
Prabhupada." He took my flower, looked at me, and said, "Thank you very 


much." | felt satisfied that | could offer him a symbol of my appreciation 
and that he appreciated it. 


Sukla devi dasi - 

The last time Prabhupada came, May 1976, | was at the bottom of the stairs 
waiting. Prabhupada looked down, saw me there with a flower, walked 
down the stairs, took the flower out of my hand, and walked back up the 
stairs. During that visit | asked Prabhupada, "What is most important, 
hearing, chanting, reading, or remembering?" Prabhupada looked at me 
and said, "Hearing." | thought, "Okay, | got it." 


Sunita devi dasi - 

In Vrindavana in 1977 Prabhupada was sick and devotees would see him in 
his room. At that time Prabhupada said, "Krishna is eternal, the holy name 
is eternal, and we are eternal. You chant Hare Krishna and you all go back 
to Godhead. That's all | have to say, | have nothing else to say." We were 
completely sad, thinking, "Oh, my God, what's going to happen?" 


During those weeks a couple of times | had eye contact with Prabhupada. 
He would always recognize the fact that | was there - his sense of 
awareness was amazing. Once Vaikunthanatha, one of Prabhupada's early 
disciples who had blooped for quite a while, came and was sitting at the 
back when we were in the courtyard having kirtan. The rest of us didn't 
even know that Vaikunthanatha was there, but Prabhupada saw him and 
asked him to come close. Vaikunthanatha sat at Prabhupada's feet. | was 
thinking how kind Prabhupada was. | remember one devotee didn't have 
tilaka on and he was sitting way back in the crowd and Prabhupada looked 
at him and said, "Go put tilaka on." We couldn't believe it, he was so aware 
in all these matters. 


Surabhi devi dasi - 

| traveled with Srila Prabhupada on the train to Hyderabad. We stayed in 
the Surabhi Hotel and we had surabhi cows outside and we had Surabhi 
dasi inside. That was funny. Prabhupada came out of the room and was 
talking to a few devotees, and he kept on looking over at us (women 
disciples) and commenting to a few. When we were going back on the bus 
each woman said, "Oh, Prabhupada looked right at me like he was talking 


to me." And | said, "Yeah, Prabhupada did that to me, too." Each woman 
felt Prabhupada was looking at them, and it was very nice. 


Srila Prabhupada was always very kind to us. He didn't see our woman's 
body. He just saw us as spirit souls and that we had come to him and taken 
shelter of him and we wanted to go back to Krishna. That was all he was 
interested in. He didn't see us as women, and he never treated us unkindly. 
He always treated us very, very nicely and made us feel cared for and loved. 
We always remember that and we want that it can be like that again, that 
Prabhupada's mood is still there and that ladies get treated nicely like he 
used to treat us. 


Taruni devi dasi - 

My husband and | moved to Athens to be with nature. He worked at the 
Student Union where someone told him, "I've invited Swami Bhaktivedanta 
to lecture. Could he stop in your home on the way to get some 
refreshments?" My husband said, "Sure." Srila Prabhupada sat in our front 
yard and his disciples sat in a semi-circle around him. | was bringing out a 
bowl of fruit salad for them when | saw Srila Prabhupada and he saw me. 
The moment his spiritual eyes penetrated my heart, | fell in love. | felt some 
exalted thing, like there's a lot more than I'm aware of within my own self, 
and wanted to fall on the ground but | had the bowl so | had to walk. 


Tilaka devi dasi - 

It was ecstatic to see Prabhupada, hear his lectures, do the most menial 
service for him, or taste the remnants of his food. To be seen by Srila 
Prabhupada felt very special because his vision was infused with Krishna's 
mercy and he saw us as eternal servants of Krishna and not the material 
body. Because of that vision of seeing jivera svarupa haya nityera krsna 
dasa, he was able to relate to people from many different social and 
cultural backgrounds. 


Tushita devi dasi - 

In the balcony of the temple room | was sitting on the far right side 
thinking, "If Srila Prabhupada is really a pure devotee, he'll look up at me in 
the balcony." The whole eleven days he was there he never once glanced or 
smiled at me. After he left | realized that | was very noticeable in the 


balcony - it was almost impossible for him not to see me. | felt he didn't 
look at me on purpose because he understood that | wanted recognition. 


Vajresvari devi dasi - 

In the summer of 1976 | was still at New Vrindaban. Srila Prabhupada was 
visiting for about ten days. All the New Vrindaban residents were scheduled 
to attend small darshans, as there was about a hundred of us, so we were 
divided up alphabetically. Because my name, Vajresvari, began with the 
letter V, | was scheduled on the last day of his visit. | looked forward to this 
darshan every day, all day long. This would be the first time | would be with 
Srila Prabhupada in a setting more intimate than the temple room. | kept 
my hope to see him close to my heart. 


Traditionally, flowers are offered at such darshans, but being poor | 
couldn't buy any. That morning | walked through the New Vrindaban woods 
and pastures and found the most exquisite tiny blooms! They were weeds, 
really, but | gathered them into a bouquet and tied them carefully together 
with a long piece of grass. | thought they were lovely. We all rode up from 
Bahulaban to the house where Prabhupada was staying. When we arrived, 
someone in saffron told us the darshan had been canceled because 
Prabhupada wasn't feeling well. | was devastated. We all were. 


After a while, a car came to take us back. | placed my little bouquet of 
flowers on the fence and hoped he would see it. Everyone piled into the 
car, but there wasn't room for all of us. | was left standing with a few others 
to wait for the car to drop the first load off and return for us. | decided to 
walk the two miles instead as | was too upset to simply stand there. | 
walked quickly, trying not to cry. This was the worst day of my life. | 
thought, what bad karma | have, | missed my opportunity to see 
Prabhupada. | didn't know what to do with my feelings. Should | be angry at 
Prabhupada for not being able to be present for me? But how could | be 
angry with my guru? He had thousands of disciples and had just held 
darshan consecutively for days in a row, taking karma from so many of his 
devoted students. Was the messenger in saffron responsible for making the 
decision that had deprived me of an opportunity to see my spiritual 
master? | somehow got through the day. 


The next day | rose early, as usual, and had all sixteen rounds of japa done 
before mangala-arati. By 7 am, the time Srila Prabhupada would give class, | 
even finished my temple seva of doing laundry for over a hundred devotees 
in a big industrial washing machine. | went to the temple, and Srila 
Prabhupada was singing "Jaya Radha Madhava." Everyone was already 
seated and it was very crowded. | could have gone inside, but | needed to 
be available to check on my baby daughter who was sleeping in my room 
nearby. As soon as | saw Srila Prabhupada on his vyasasana | bowed down 
in the doorway of the temple room. When | stood up, in that crowded 
temple room of over a hundred devotees, | received my intimate darshan. 
We were communicating through our eyes! Srila Prabhupada must have 
seen me walking down the road, known how heartbroken | was, and that | 
didn't know what to do with my thoughts about the cancellation. | was 
uncomfortable even remembering it, because | had wanted to blame 
someone for my misfortune. And then, he seemed to ask me how | wanted 
to serve. | knew | wanted to live an independent life away from the ashram, 
live in the mainstream, and be Krishna conscious. Prabhupada tilted his 
head back and forth the way Indian people do when they are saying "Okay, 
no bid deal." And then he left my glance. 


So my misfortune turned out to be a gift. | felt so close to my guru, so 
understood, so completely embraced and accepted for who | was, so loved 
for whatever | was able to be in that moment. | have recalled these 
moments over and over for years. They have brought many tears of release 
of pain, and of the blessings of my enlightened teacher. 


Vedamata devi dasi - 

Gurukripa told Srila Prabhupada, "These girls are from New Vrindavan. 
They're going to the airport to distribute your books." With our book bags, 
long dresses, and covered heads, we stopped in front of Prabhupada, 
seated on the vyasasana, and he looked at us. Time stood still. Prabhupada 
folded his hands on his chest, shut his eyes, bowed his head to his hands, 
and then raised his head. | was shocked to see how much awe and 
reverence Prabhupada had towards our service and us. Book distribution 
and book distributors meant so much to him. Then and there | made the 
commitment that whenever | gave Prabhupada to a person, | would do it 
with dignity and respect and without trickery or tomfoolery. That morning 


as we drove to the airport all three of us had tears rolling down our eyes, 
and for months we were walking on air. 


After the Ratha-yatra parade in New York City in 1976, | happened to see 
Kirtanananda sneaking Prabhupada away. Premaka and | ran at fullback 
speed to Prabhupada's limo where Prabhupada and Kirtanananda laughed 
and smiled as Premaka and | jumped up and down on the side of the limo 
chanting, "Jaya, Srila Prabhupada!" Prabhupada, covered with garlands, 
looked at me with a huge smile. | thought, "I'd love to have one of those 
garlands." Slowly Prabhupada took a garland off and with affection in his 
eyes played a game with me until, just seconds before the brahmachari 
kirtan party arrived, he leaned over, motioned to me, and handed me his 
garland through the partially opened window. Tears ran down my face from 
Srila Prabhupada's loving glances. 


Vegavati devi dasi - 

| had been very moved by Prabhupada's books, had given up sinful habits, 
and had been following his instructions, and practicing Krishna 
consciousness for a couple of years. Then, during a guru-puja in the 
Honolulu temple, the kirtan hall was filled with devotees dancing in ecstasy. 
| was in the back of the room, singing and dancing in the kirtan, when | 
looked at Srila Prabhupada and his glance came on me and penetrated to 
my soul in a way that | had not previously experienced. Because he was 
seeing me as a soul, his glance made me, for the first time, clearly aware of 
myself as a soul. And since he was also seeing a whole array of petty 
qualities in my heart, hypocrisies, and prejudices, | was thereby able to see 
those for the first time, and that completely mortified me. 


| was so embarrassed and humiliated by these qualities that Prabhupada 
saw in me that | looked away in shame. But the kirtan was going on, the 
holy name was there, and after some time his magnetism made me look at 
him again and his glance was again right there. This time | could understand 
two things: | have this pettiness but in spite of it, Prabhupada loves me. Still 
| was embarrassed and looked away, and the kirtan kept going on. Then | 
looked a third time and this time | understood that Srila Prabhupada sees 
and loves me as a pure soul. He conveyed to me, "That conditioning will fall 
off in time because it's temporary. You don't have to relate to that aspect." 


He brought me to a higher level, a level that's my real home, and | know | 
will get there by becoming purified by following his instructions. Practically 
daily | still see in myself examples of ridiculous, stupid jealousies, envies, 
selfish thoughts. 


Prabhupada related to everyone in a deep personal spiritual way. Someone 
may not take an experience like mine seriously, but it's real. If one person 
has tasted honey but another has only seen the outside of a jar, that 
second person will have no idea honey is something real. 


Another time | felt Prabhupada's glance on me with my entire being. | was 
completely enveloped by love as if | were in the spiritual world. Prabhupada 
carried that Vrindavan intimacy of souls loving Krishna without prestige or 
politics or gender tension. He treated everyone as a soul and brought us 
closer to Krishna. No matter what difficulties come, | can't forget the 
relationship Srila Prabhupada introduced me to. My memories are very real 
and deep. 


Vidya devi dasi - 

My husband and | decided to devote our lives to Prabhupada. We gave 
away our possessions and moved to India. Although | didn't speak with 
Prabhupada, several times he looked at me and asked internally if there 
was anything | needed. | was embarrassed and internally answered, "| am 
perfectly all right. Thank you, Srila Prabhupada." 


Once, in Vrindavan, when Prabhupada wasn't feeling well, he was sitting in 
his rocking chair in front of the tamal tree. | was sitting in front of him with 
another devotee, when a mentally challenged girl sat down almost on top 
of us. The girl next to me pushed her out of the way harshly. Prabhupada 
looked at me with the heaviest look I'd ever seen. | thought, "Prabhupada, | 
didn't do it!" But he kept looking at me just as harshly as he looked at the 
devotee next to me. | understood, "| didn't try to make that sweet child feel 
better; | let it happen." | felt bad. 


Visalini devi dasi - 
One year in Vrindavan | was in the hospital for months but | was 
determined not to miss Prabhupada's darshan. | went to his room with my 


husband, paid my obeisances, and was trying to get up when Prabhupada 
said to me, "How are you now?" My husband said, "She's so ill if she 
doesn't get better, she's going to die." Prabhupada was in a beautiful 
relaxed pose. He looked at me and with a big smile said, "You are 
maidservant of Radharani. Maidservant is Radharani. You are Radharani. | 
felt my father was calling me a princess and got better almost immediately. 


Prabhupada saw through the eyes of shastra. He was always firmly planted 
beyond the boundaries of this world and could refocus others so they could 
see through his eyes to a bigger picture of existence based on a different 
reality. By taking shelter of God and guru, | felt safe even while in this 
temporary, unpredictable world. 


Srila Prabhupada's eyes were not diseased with material contamination; he 
didn't relate to us as males or females. Like rain pours on the ocean 
indiscriminately, Prabhupada had equal love and affection for, and faith 
and trust in, both his male and female disciples. He continually attempted 
to train his male disciples in appropriate manners, respect, and caution in 
dealing with his female disciples. He wanted all of us to be generous in 
heart, to realize we're not these bodies, and to see our contact with Krishna 
consciousness as our greatest investment in life, one that will make us 
immune to death. 


Vrnda devi dasi - 

My second initiation was in Chicago, where | observed Prabhupada's 
saffron book bag looking quite tattered. | told his servant that | could sew, 
and would be honored to make a new one befitting my guru. | was 
instructed to make it identical with all the pockets for his karatalas, books, 
etc. When complete, | was invited to Prabhupada's room to present it to 
him. | felt him looking intently at me with loving eyes. His penetrating gaze 
knew my heart and my struggles. | felt unconditional love pouring from 
him. When | handed it to him he said, "Very nice," and thanked me. 


Vrndavanesvari devi dasi - 

Prabhupada deplaned and glanced around at everyone with such apparent 
pleasure. He saw all the new devotees along with the ones who had already 
dedicated themselves to him, and he gave us this loving smile and glance. | 


immediately felt a transcendental connection with him; Prabhupada was 
my eternal father. He made me feel at home and that | was doing the right 
thing. Seeing a regal and sweet pure devotee, | was in awe. 


One of my strongest remembrances is Prabhupada sitting on the vyasasana 
in the packed, small, old temple room. There were devotees from all over 
the world there, and Prabhupada was singing "Jaya Radha Madhava" 
ecstatically. | was completely absorbed. He was playing the gong with his 
little hammer, raising his arm up like an orchestra conductor and motioning 
for everyone to dance - and everyone danced exuberantly. | used to think, 
"I'm going to touch the ceiling!" | was so high from the energy that | really 
felt like | was going to float up and touch the ceiling. In that ocean of 
devotees | was thinking, "Prabhupada, look at me," because | wanted his 
special attention. And suddenly through this ocean of devotees, heads all 
around, | realized that Prabhupada was gazing right at me with this intense 
look. At that moment | felt guilty and foolish, but | didn't care. | felt ecstatic 
that Prabhupada picked up on my energy, and we had this eye contact that 
lasted several moments. And | went crazy, dancing more. 


Yamuna devi dasi - 

At the Magh Mela in February 1971 Srila Prabhupada was speaking from 
the Sixth Canto for the first time, the story of Ajamila. Everyone in our party 
lived just to hear Prabhupada. To be with Prabhupada was one thing but to 
hear his Bhagavatam class every morning, we would run for that. | would sit 
right next to his vyasasana at Prabhupada’'s lotus feet. In my early years of 
Krishna consciousness Prabhupada was so open and merciful to the ladies 
that he never gave much stricture of separation. But at this Mela 
Achyutananda Swami, who had been living in a Gaudiya Math temple for 
some time and who was aware of etiquette, told me, "Yamuna, have you 
noticed where all the other women are sitting?" | said, "Yes, | have." The 
other ladies were way in the back. Achyutananda Swami said, "You should 
be sitting there too." So the next morning | sat way in the back. Later that 
morning Prabhupada called me. | went into his tent, paid my obeisances, 
and before | got up he looked at me with plaintive eyes and said, "You don't 
like to hear from me anymore?" | burst into tears and said, "| love to hear 
from you more than ever, Srila Prabhupada. More than anything in the 
world, all | want is to hear from you." Prabhupada said, "So why you 


weren't sitting?" | said, "Achyutananda Swami told me that it was the 
etiquette that | sit far in the back with the ladies." Prabhupada was quiet. 
Then he said, "Yes, that is etiquette." | said, "Srila Prabhupada, how many 
times were you with your Guru Maharaja?" He immediately said, "Since | 
met him | have never been away from him, not for one second." But | was a 
little forceful, | said, "But how many times were you with him physically?" 
Prabhupada said, "Very few, maybe five or six times, but they were 
intimate and meaningful to me." Then he said, "Many of my godbrothers 
were big sannyasis and thought that associating with the spiritual master 
personally was most important. But in some cases, they are no better than 
mosquitoes on the lap of the king. And what is the business of mosquito? It 
is simply to suck blood. So don't think that that's the only way to associate 
with the spiritual master. You try to hear." For me this was a tremendous 
learning moment. Up until then, | couldn't conceive of being separated 
from Prabhupada or that he would die. But at this time | realized that there 
would be a point in the future when | would be physically separated from 
him and | would have to come to terms with that. 


Yasasvini devi dasi - 

It wasn't my nature to do sankirtana so | found it difficult and had problems 
with my mind. Once, when Prabhupada was giving a general talk, his eyes 
fixed on mine, and he said, "You cannot change your nature." He paused 
and said it a second and then a third time, "You cannot change your 
nature." He seemed to be speaking to me: "Be what you are for Krishna," 
and it helped me. 
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